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IN DE X. 


A Banirupt in trade, fortune frowning, &c. 43 


A Maſon's life's the li e for me 


A roſe from her bojom has ſtray'd 


Alcieu, my fair, this hat leſs day = 


Ah, hither is happineſs fled 
Alone, beſide a fiream = » 


At ear! 'y daun fr on 3 cot 
At Lucy's door ⁊ W045 Calin ſeen 


Aracreon, they jay, was a jolly od Blade 


159 
52 
113 
149 
175 
166 
88 
115 


Away [rom the fic'd, fellow N men, Sc. 188 


Away Twith melancho! 1 


Bacchus one day g eaily firid ng 


Britannia's ſens at ſea 
Britons, now rejoice ; together = 
Bret; T4 lars, in my time, Se. 


Come, boys, let us more liquor get 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, theſe ſighs I cannot bear 


Come, come, my lads, attend to me 
Come, come, my Hien ds, be merry 
ame, nere am 7, my 20 ds to fell 


ome, my charming 6 
one, or, the leres of this ⁊vur 
A 


89 


I 
' 
| 
8 


181 


Come rouſe from your trances = = = = 
Crojs my land bright Luna's beans - 


Dark vas the daton, and oer th: aged - = 
Dear Edwin, pride of Havard Date — 


Divine Urania, virgin pure 


Epictetus fold woas a fine eabiug fello to 


Ere, ſorrow lang! . or 


Exchanging wows of ove and truth - < 


Faint and wwearily tue ꝛway- ie trawelley 
Fair Ovia was the ſeuecteſt mall! 
Flcæu the regal purple | 3% eos 
For a ſorg Pm in excellent ſtran 


Z 


From pity's power Ton e 35 52 ot fly 5 
From the mcuth of the Mile, Oc. 3 


Give me winery more Þ'!l think ES 
Goddeſs of Freecom, from on high < = 


Grant me her for 20h I CE 


Hail, Maſonry didine 
Hoꝛo ſever: to view the fs g dawn « 


«Ho 70 ſtwee! cen e night. t; 0 favs = 


I am, Dye ſee, 0 fi SS i og 


7 card "vg my fender heart 3 


1 had Enoch d my laſt fie out, Sc. 

1 toeel Ca ee ber, it can 17 erget it 

I'm tur wy o ' twenty and à maid 0 
, fain afs u this, but in fleps a that 


3 ® 
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NN 


S 88 


TRAD 
In a cottage gas; wages Ivithin a wy 186 
In my Alder mul; "gay. = 5...» AF 
In our for efathers times wolves infeſted the land 81 
In poaching all mankind delight = =- 189 
In the model Pm bringing before ye +.” = 330 
In poor ones neer let envy riſe =- = 75 
Indeed, my dear, in wain you firive = — 136 
17 7 5 mo mm ore frugie, b ut get me a wife 91 
Pre read of love, and ail his tricks. = = 78 
Pre often been told of the anguifh of love = g8 
Ji ce ere yon burn trots thro? th 


Let ſailors and ſoldiers unite in ONE cauſe 
Let the toaſt be ode and be. auty = = 
Lo, thus Britannia's jails unfurPd = + 


„ 
Ur 
S 


139 
Lovely woman, lis thiu'- 153 
Maj eſtic roſe the ged of dey = » 120 
Ma: y times, work dance and jon — 140 
My friend is the man I won'd i copy thro life 7I 
My ſhrart <vas light, my mind ſerene * = 88 
Ay low d fa, unte are gate, alas = = - 108 
Ay 22 7 rad of the beaus of the town 83 
Ay name, a Ve fer zes Tem Toug : 137 
My name's 


2 0s. dial, 4＋ Q Aer Jam «= 75 
My ſpirits are mounting, Ve — - 121 


Near bowery Richmond, 


Thames's pride 
Te er yer vas 


104 
a NAN, — 


3 2 
No ſec in the world can wvith Maſcns, &c, 155 
Nw 7 liften, my 


/onies, awvhile, if you pleaſe 179 
N 


he broom = 23 
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EW] 
Now mounted——ſohoaway let us ge 18 
"New, Mynheer Van Hot, &. 145 


O Geadeſs, deſcend on our plains = — 33 
O'er the top of the mountains the ſun, &c, 18 
O'er the parents of Mary, who live in a vale 34 
O'er the bowl wwe'll laugh and fiig - - 102 
O'er the gloomy woods reſounding -. 103 
Of all the Places in the town = -- < 164 
0h, health and long lije to you all = = 39 
Oh, open the door, thou dear unkind - 148 
Oh, the maid of the wold, && ũðh = = 79 
Our life's a mere race, in which, &c, - 134 


Pray, young man, your ſuit give over = 15 
Prithee, Sally, ſpeak thy mind » = 30 


Fam Steel is my name, and a man of ſeme fame 41 
Say, Harriet, lovely charmer, jay = 101 
Since Dick and Nell <vere man and wife 3 
Sg of mirth and fecial pleaſure — =: 144 
Source of life, and fount of light = < 
Saw reigns of the ꝛbat ry world = = = 93 
Szocet maid, I heard tiy frequent figh 


i 
— 


0 
2 
Un 


That a camp is my glory and boaſ 80 
The attraction I fing, from peaſant to king 109 
The bard who glows with Grub-ſftreet fire 94 
The broom bloom'd ſo freſh and jo fair 51 
The dream that cheared my ſuffering hours 


ome rm rg ens rn — — RIOT: 


Za a TEES 


[vt] 
The ev'ning of a ſummer's day = = 37 
The flow" rs of the fore ft in ſpring time, &c. 10 
The gallant tar from war returns 141 
The moon with jilver beam juſt darted = 1 
The nations fo wedded to arms, fame, &c. 16 
The nymphs who to the throne of love = 49 
The totſails fill, the waving bark unmoors 99 
The trees ſeem'd to fade, Sc. 105 
The tuneful lark awakens day, = 41 
Tho* cloudy | fries and ſtorms appear 12 
Tho fix'd in humble ſtate „ 
Tho” foſtered in the Rumble cot - 21 
Thus balmy fl:ep diſtruſt beguile - 12 
Thus. ſir, behold us ready for the fight = 193 
To fight for old England, jays Teddy O Caſey 60 
To lecture I come, and your pardon I crave $9 
To Neptune enthrow d, as he govern'd ihe ſea 142 
To ſee the fair bride go back to her coach 38 
Tom Star . Was a lover true - 138 


Ty ogether then TUE 'a fondly ſtray — - — 68 


J o-morrew* s a cheat, let's be merry to-da 1 


"T<vas c ton the Wenders of Soinesſeſlire 85 
"Toes in the ſolemn midnight hour = 114 
*Twvas one morning in May, SS. 182 


Unmov d T'!l brame the roaring fea = = 45 


U and aown, round about at il the ſtreets 195 


Me come, ye guardians of our iſle 5 ©; 
What mattcrs your ditties, your Joke es, Sc. 54 
When a lodge, juſt and perfect, Sc. - 157 
When 


\ 


2 — , 
o 


vos 
viii ] 
Mien bluſt'ring Gallia loud'y road = 59 
When Britain firſt at heaven's command = 69 
When firft come from Kilkemy <- = 64 
When our country calls to arms = — 136 


When Sandy told his tale of love = = = 9 
When ftoth reclines on beds of down =- 130 
When the trumpet's wild biaſt, Oc. - 


When the bonny gr ey morning juſt peeps, Sc. 14 
Wien 97 9+ to ds aſk my hand Ye 
Wien whiſtling winds are War to Eleæu 92 
Mien wild war's deadly baſt was bla ꝛun 7 
Waile flotl reclines on beds of Gown - — 130 
Why, fair ma: a, in ev "ry fc ature — — 36 
3 als — 3 — 


With jorrow and repentance ne — 111 


Te du. {7 flee; bing morta ls of ev'ry degree = 190 
Ye hearts of vat, Whe Wiſh to 1 
Ye lads of frue #piu it, hy co th: 5 to Claret 167 
Yes, yes, be moreilejs thou rem; ft dire — 24 
Yo 25 me <vhat fort of a maid I approve 170 
Yau aſk me, frocet mai, if my Do cos 28 ſriiccre 20 
1 Jap my cage, incemp: „„ WP 171 
Dung Willam jecks my cart to mode 31 
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Songſter's Companion, 


I'LL DO SO NO MORE, 
Sung by Mrs, Mountain. 
HE moon with filver beam Jus darted o'er 
the plain, 
W hen by yon murm 'ring ftream I met my 
fav'rite ſwain ; 
He rudely ſnatch'd a kiſs, and when de dear 
maid' he cry'd, 
Shall Strephon have the bliſs, to call An- 


nette his bride.“ 
Said I, with an air, * ſuch nonſenſe forbear 


Do, prithee, chis Leazing give O's”? 


3 


He made a flight bow, crying“ Pardon me 


now, ' 
And truſt me, I'll do ſo no more.“ 


Juſt at that moment Sue e's by with win» 
ning grace, 


When to the girl he flew, and kiſs'd her *fore | 


my face: 

Let's leave yon forward elf, my gentle Sue,” 
he cry'd, 

I cou'd have hung myſelf, 1 thought I ſhou'd 
have died. 


Preſt by my fears, I burſt into tears, 
And thus I my follies deplore, 
c I've offended my {wain, wou'd he come back 
again, 
Indeed, I wou'd do ſo no more. 


My accents caught his ear, and rival'd Suſan's | 


charms, 
Cry'd he, « ſuppreſs thy tears,” then caught 
me in his arms, 


« Say, ſhall the riſing day behold Annette my 


wife?“ 
01 cou'd I ſay him No!” Not I, upon my 
life. 
My mother cry'd © Fye! v % Pear 
- mother, ſaid I, | 
«Tis only what you” ve tone before ; 


c 


1 
« And fince 'tis no crime, forgive *. 


time, 
« And truſt me, I'll do ſo no more.“ 


win- THE FLITCH OF BACON. 
*fore | Sung by Mr. Dignum. 
Sue,” INCE Dick and Nell were man and wife, 


| hey lov'd each other dearly ; 
hou'd Their days had all been free from ſtrife, 
And time had glided chearly | 
They thought of all the wedged throng, 
Their plea muſt firſt be taken; 
je back S0 cheek by jowl they joge'd along, 
| 10 claim the flitch of bacon. + 


Now, on the road, ſays Dick to Nell, 
© If things are manag'd fairly; 


ears, 


Sulans In future we'll do paſſing well 
EY Odibobs, we'll guttle rarely! 
caught we ne'er have quirrell'd day or night, 
So taith, i'm much miſtaken, 
ett? MY If e'er a pair have half the right 
1 To claim the flitch of bacon,” 
upon my . 


« My Sean,” ſays Nell, © to ſell the flitch, 
« Pear Do let me now perſuade 7e ; 
| B 


ie before; 
Ks. 


** TOAD A * v-f —— — — — — 
L 4 " 


t 4 3 
»Twill help to make you 60 rich, 
And I fo fine a lady. 
So ſay no more, but let the prize 
To market ſtraight be taken, 


For ſure *twill prove us monſtrous wiſe, 
To fell the flitch of bacon.” 


Now each perſiſting, tit for tat, 

On their reſpective caſes, 
They fought at laſt like dog and cat, 
And ſcratch'd each other's faces, 
Thus thoſe who ſtrive to gut their liſh, 
Before tis ſafely taken, 
Like Dick and Nell oft ſpoil their diſh, 
Who loſt the flitch of bacan, © 


FF - WHEN THE TRUMPET's WILD BLAST. 
| Sung by Mrs, Franklin. 


HEN the iru vpet's wild blaſt, and the 
- cannon's loud roar, 
Call'd her olive's dear branch from Britannia's 
ſhore z. 
When her veteran ſons, whom experience 
made wiſe, 
Gave diſcord to death, and theix fame 0 che 


Kizs 3 ; 


F 


0 


AST. 


nd the 


E: $1 


See the Volunteer bands, from. the plough 
and the court, 


Round their monarch all rally, and urge their 


ſupport ; 
And inſpir'd (as by magic) with inftant accord, 
Poiſe the lance, mount the firelock, or ourith 
the ſword, 


But of Volunteer corps, the true liſt is not 
told, 


For another remains, which ſhall foon be en- 
roll'd, 

Have full pay, and free quarters, with rou. 
leaus of coin, 

And fear no forc'd marches, if 4 will 
Join, 


To the ſign of the figh, new troops ay 
come, 


And the pulſe of the heart is our regimeat's' 
drum; 

From a ſtandard ſo lovely, what woman cou 4 
part, 

For our rendezvous houſe is—the ſoldier's 

; brave heart, 


On the man who can fight, and the maid who. 
can love, 


May her Venus deſcend with 1 85 and 
dove, 
B 2 


ES. 1 


May George rule our hearts, may his fteets 


rule our ſhore, 


And Britons be Britons, till time is no more! 


THE SOLDIER'S STRUGGLE, 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


Oh! I mutt chide that coward tear, 
Or kifs it, as tis falling. N 


Eliza, bid thy ſoldier go, 

F Why thus my heart ſtrings ſe ver! 4 
de not then my honour's foe, 

* Or 1 am loſt tor ever. | | 


Truſt benevolence above, 
With mind reſign'd and ſteady: 


He'll never wound, believe me, love, 


oh he hearts that? $ broke already. yo 


2 . yon dreadful field I fee, 

Whatever fate betide me; 

Thy ihelter Innocence ſhall be, 
And I've no wall belide thee. 


tEASE, ceaſe, theſe ſighs I cannot bear 
Hark! hark! the drums are calling 1 7 


1 


1 
THE SOLDIER'S RETURN. 


Air The Mill, Mill, O. 
\ N THEN wild war's deadly blaſt was blaunz 


And gentle peace returning, 
And eyes again with pleaſure beam' d, 
That had been blear'd with mouraing. 
J left the lines, and tented field, 
Where lang I'd been a lodger, 
My humble Kknapfack a' my wealth, 
A poor but honeſt ſoldier. | 


A leal light heart beat in my breaſt, 
My hand unſtain'd wi' plunder 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 
I cheerly on did wander, 


I thought upon the banks o' Coll, 

I thought upon my Nancy, | 

0 I thought upon her witching ſmile 
That caught my youthful fancy. 


At length I reach'd the bonny glen, 
Where early life i ſported, 

J paſs'd the mill, and tryſting thorny 

Where Nancy aft 1 courted. | 

Wha ſpied | but mine ain dear maid 


Down by her mother's dwelling! 
And turn'd me round to hide the flood 


That in my een was Welling. 


$6 09. 
Wi' alter'd voice, quoth I, ſweet lafs, 
Sweet as yon hawthorn bloſſom, 
O! happy, happy, may he de, 
That's deareſt to thy boſom. 
My purſe is light, I've far to gang, 
Fain wad [| be thy Iodger ; 
I've ſerv'd my King and country lang; 
Iake pity on a ſoldier, 
Sae wiſt fully ſhe gaz d on me, 
And lovelier grew than ever; 
Quo' ſhe, a ſoldier ance I lo'ed, 
Forget him I ſhall never. 


Our humble cot, and hamely fare, 
Ve freely ſhall partake o't, 

That gallant badge, the dear cockade, 
You're welcome for the ſake o't. 


Sbe gaz'd—ſhe redden'd like a roſe, 
 Syne pale like only lily, | 
She ſunk within mine arms, and cried, 

Art thou mine ain dear Willie? 
By Him who made yon ſun and ſky, 
By whom true love's regarded, 
I am the man !—and thus may ftill 
True lovers be rewarded. 
The wars are o'er, and I'm come hame, 
And find thee ſtill true hearted ; 
Tho” poor in gear, we're rich in love, 
And mair, we'se ne'er be parted, . 


. 

Quo? ſhe, my grandfire left me gowdy 
And mailin' pleniſh'd fairly; 

Come, then, my faithful ſoldier lad, 

Thou'rt welcome to it dearly, 


For gold the merchant ploughs the main, 
The farmer ploughs he manor z 
But glory is the ſoldier's prize, 

The foldier's wealth is honour, 


The brave poor ſoldier ne'er deſpiſe, 
Nor count him as a ſtranger 3 : 

Remember, he's his country's ſtay, 
In day and hour of danger. 


— ; 
SANDY TOLD HIS TALE OF LOVE, 
Sung by Miſs Howells. ' 


HEN Sandy told his tale of love, 
I knew na* what to do, 
For mither did not him approve, 
But I did much him loo. 
I told her, but it ga'e me pain, 
I wad hae him or none, 
And ſoon at Kirk, acroſs the plaing 
The parſon made us one. 
Ever jocund a' the day, 
New a bonny bride ſae gay, 


10 
Sandy pipes, I dance and ſing, 


While the merry bells do ring, 
Ting ding, ding, ding, ding, ding. 


My mither did wi anger burn, 

| To hear that I wa* wed, | 

She vow'd (and did me from her ſpurn) An 

She ne'er wou'd give me bread 

For much ſhe doubted Sandy's truth, 1 
But when his worth ſhe knew, Ic | 

She cried, 1 will emb.ace the youth, 


Tor now | ken he's true. AN 
Ever jocund, Ke. 
ut p 
Wi' Sandy, in a pleaſant cot, He 
Sac happy now | live, | 
I wou'd na' change my rura' ſpot, or 2 
For a* that man cou'd give; An 


The empty ſhew of pride and wealth 
We dinna' with to have, | 
For we are bleſt with peace and health, 
And nothing more we Crave. 
? Ever jocund, &c. 


THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST. | 
Sung by Maſter Gray. _ 
HE flow'rs of the foreſt in ſpring time 


were gay 
And love beichten; 5 der ry faft pleaſure of 


„ 
0 


ne 


of 


Bi 


iy Mary ſtray'd with me wherever I went, 
And my heart was the maniion of peace and 


Content: 
But alas! ine has left me for paſtime more 
84)» 
And the flow'rs of the foreſt all wither a- 
way, 


he flow'rs of the foreſt in ſpring time were 
gay, 

And the ſmile of my Mary gave wings to 
the day, 

ut paſt are theſe pleaſures, no more to return, 

Her cnarms I adore, and her faliliiood I 
mourn ; ” 

or alas! the has left me for paſtime more gay, 


And the flow'rs of the foreſt all wither 
away. 


e flow'rs of the foreſt in ſpring time were gay, 

Like their tragrance, my bliſs and fond hopes 
paſs away, 

ad hopes which I caught from the glance of 
her eve, 

Now blighted by ſorrow, fade, wither, and 
dic ; 

r alas ſhe has left me for paſtime more gay, 

and the flow'rs of the foreſt all wither away. 
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THUS BALMY SLEEP. * 

Sung by Miſs Gray. A 
nos balmy fleep diſtruſt beguiles, Wt 
Reflect ion terror would impart, 4 
The face now deck'd in roſeate ſmiles, Lik 
Conceals, alas! an aching heart. h 


Religion vainly did eſſay | 
Fair Nature's dictates to reprove, 
Too weak, alas! its ſtrongeſt plea, 


Oppos'd to gratitude and love. 1 
Thus balmy ſleep diſtruſt beguiles; he 
Reflect ĩion terror would impart ; ap 
The face now deck'd in roſeate ſmiles, ol . 


Conceals, alas! an aching heart. 


HOW BLEST THE BRITISH SAILOR, 
Sung by Mr, Denman, | He 


HO? cloudy ſkies and ſtorms appear, 
1 The ſailor's heart is blythe and gay, 
No pain he feels, ne dangers fear, 
But merry ſings this roundelay ; 
When ſafe on ſhore, 
All cares are e' er, 


20.99 1 
A Where beauty's ſmile 


| Rewards his toil, 
How bleſt the Britiſh ſailor. 


From love alone my tares aroſe, 
When late I went more wealth to ſeek; 
Like dew-drops on the damaſk roſe, | 
he tears look'd bright on Nelly's cheek ; 
Now ſafe on ſhore, 
Her cares are o'er, 
Her chearful ſmile 
Rewards my toil, 
How bleſt her conſtant failor. 


T he ſallor's duty he performs, 
Lewarded by the fair one's love, 
ler ſmiles are ſunſhine after ſtorms, 


33 kat clouds of anxious doubt remove; 
When ſafe on ſhore, 
All cares are er; 
| When beauty's ſmile 
AlLOR. Rewards his toil; 
How bleſt the Britiſh ſailor; 
4 gays 


OH ! MY WILLY, MY WILLY, 
Sung by Mrs, Franklin. 


Wee) can remember, how can 1 beine it? 


At Nanny's blithe n. when I held 
the glove; 


44 

How my feet they danc'd quick, but mu heart 
it danc*'d quicker, 

For Willy was there, and oh! he was my love, 

O my Willy, my Willy, my winſome 


Willy. | u 

My heart, ho it beats when I luke rot 
upon thee. 

My Willy was bonny, his hair was a garden, 1 
Bright, b:ipit were his een when he turn'd then 

on me, | 

WY the roſe on his cheek, like the bluſh o' the 

morning, ; 
Saying, jenny, now love me, as I can love 

thee. t nc 

O my Willy, &C, An 

I lov'd him already, I ken'd na* to Jeer him, ith 
For Willy was gude, and my heart was in tune; 

1 ſigh'd, and he luk'd, on his knees fell poor An 

Willy, nd \ 

The Kirk made us ane, and our wooing Wai Ur 

done, r th 

Om Will &c. f 

e Stil 

THE HAPPY FARMER. eve 

Sung by Mr. Denman. . 

| \ \ 7 HEN the bonny grey morning juſt pee | 


through the ſkins, 
The lark, mounting, tunes his ſweet lay; : 


P rs 1 
vith a mind unencumber'd with care 1 
v heart ariſe, 

My ſpirits, light, airy, and gay, 


y love il take up my gun, honeſt Tray, my old 
infome} friend; 


Wags his tail, and jumps joyfully round ; 


1 luke No the woods then, together, our footſteps we 
| bend, 

"Tis there health and pleaſure are found, 
rden, I ſnuff the freſh air, bid defiince to care, 
n'd then And happy as mortal can be, 

x tom the toils of the great, from ambition 
h o the and ſtate, 


Tis my pride and my boaſt to be free. 


t noon 1 delighted range o'er the rich ſoil, 
And labours rough children regale, 


can love 


- him ith a cup of good home-brew'd 1 ſweeten 
in tune their toil, 
fell * And laugh at their joke and their tale, 
P nd whether the ripe waving corn | behold, 
ing wa Ur tke innocent flocks meet my fight, 
r the orchard, whole truits are juſt turning 
ly, &c. to gold, 


Still, Ti health and pleaſure unite. 
Iſnun, &c. : 

eve to my humble roof cot! return, 

When oh ! what, 1ew ſources of bliſs, 


} Antes rulh out, while their little hearts 
urn, | 


Each ftciving to gain the fir kiſs, 


My Dolly appears with a ſmile on her face, 
Good humour preſides at our board; 
What more than health, plenty, good humour 
d peace, 

Can the wealth of the Indies afford? I 
| I retire to ſweet reſt, content fills my * 
breaſt, A 
AS nappy © &c, To d 


ore 


" 
| 0 


LOVE's VOLUN TEER, 
Sung by Mrs, Mountain, 


"3 


HE Nation's ſo wedded to arms, fam: 
ang glory, 
Let me place, ladies, all the danger before ye! 
From = bright banner the men will de- 
ert 
If longer our power we delay to exert 3 
To call out each grace 
Of perſon and face, 
And uſe all our arts 
To bring back their hearts, 
: Convinc'd of this truth, ſoldier-like will 
I fally, 
And thus iſſue forth the men all to rally 
A female ſerjeant here I come, 
With a rub-a-dub upon my drum, 
Ta raiſe rectuits in beauty's cauſe, 


And bring them up to marriage mier ** 
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Quick to my ſtandard, lads, repair, 
And each become Love's Volunteer, 
ords, knights, ſquires, gents, merchants, cits, 
and each farmer, * | 
II. all, are array'd in brave Mars's armour, 
ith zeal, and with might, at the riſk of their 
lives, ; 
Jo doubt they'll defend us, maids, widows, and 
Wives; h 


ces 


1UMOour 


fills my 


Yet to think but of arms, 
What a flight te our charms, 
"> No ſuch rival ſhall ſhare 
Men's hearts with the fair. 


„ fame,  * Convine'd, c. &c. 
fo re yet he ow tribe of phyſic propoſe now a dril- 
will de- Sy 


ho* already ſkill'd in the ſcience of killing; 

d thouſands of lawyers their ſpirits diſplay, | 
ay, parſons too join in the martial array; 

Yet while arms engroſs 

Their hearts to our loſs, 
Devotion to beauty 
They know is their duty! 

Convinc'd, &. &c, 


. 
like will 


to rally 


CROSS MY HAND. 


ROSS my hand — bright Luna's beams, 
lawhs Silv'ring yon tranſparent ſtreamsz 


1118 ] 
As night's witching moments paſs, | 
Fate reflects in yonder glaſs: 07 
That you love full well, L know, 
Warm'd your heart by rapture's glow: 
Croſs my hand— this gipſy ſpell 
Faithful thall your fortunes tell. 


Elves and fairies oft delight 

To revel here by ſweer moonlight ; 
Its preſence fills the heart with glee, 
Riſing in borrow'd majeſty 

Thrice the tender tale told over 

By the tiny, wooing lover; 

Yon ſilver orb their fate foretold, 
Emblem of Hymen's orb of gold. 


Oft Dan Cupid plays ſuch tricks, 
His votaries feem lunaticks, 
Striving wantonly to prove 


Madnets is allied to love! 5 TY 
But bright Hymen's dictates tell T; 
There reaſon is in loving well; 

When affection's pair agree, dar 


In emulous fidelity. 


O'ER THE TOP OF THE MOUNTAIN 


9 the top of the mountains the 
down was gliding, | 
And ſoftly fond breezes mellifluous blow! 


* 


INT AIN 


ains the | ported, 


z0u3 blow! 


WJ 


ding, 


And 1 o'er the hills ſcarce knew where 1 
was going : 


When oh ! *twa'nt the voice of the lark that 
came over me, 


Nor the nightingale's ſong from my trance did 
recover me! 


But the notes of a . who dron'd in the 
glade; 


Dtheeliſh Noreen- beg was the ditty he play'd: 
Oh! the lambkins and kids his train ſoon fet 
a prancing, 


und oh! to jig tune, heart and feet both were 
dancing, 


Wich a fa lal lal ra, lul loo, ral loo? 


o the ſilent retreat, where he blew loud, ad- 
vancing, 


The tale of true love on his pipe ſweetly tu- 
ning, 


dur eyes chanc'd to meet as aſide they were 


glancing, | | 
And abſent, unthinking, his preſence F ſtood 


he meeting, our hearts in a moment tranſ- 


xr | was the girl | Pat a long time hal courted + 
& 


— 


4 


on their turf feather- beds ev'ry flock was reſi 
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He again -- paths love, for my hand fondly 
pray'd, | 
Dtheeliſh Noreen- beg was the ditty he play'd; 
« To our wedding,“ ſays he, Echo! voice is 

| aſſenting, | 

I reply'd, ©** No”-—but filence, you kaow, 
IN. means conſenting. 

With a fa lal la, &c, 


———ů— — 


LOVER's VOWS. 
Sung by Mr. Dignum, 


| OU aſk me, ſweet maid, if my vorvs art 
| ſincere, | 
And call for ſome proof of my love; 
Still doubting my paſſion I ſee but too clear, 
But prithee ſuck fancies remove; 
Or if, as you ſay, lover's vows are but breath 
O ſet me ſome taſk to perform; | 
And I'll brave it, tho' circled by peril of 
death, 
And ſmile as I buffet the form. 
But this, this, believe me, can poorly expreſs 
How truly, how dearly, 1 love thee. 


1H 


T 


\ hi 


Way bid me ſome action of enterprize dare, 
That men, tho' the boldeſt, would ſhun, 


——— 


TIS 1 


And whether by water, earth, fire, or 3 airy 
fondly PII do it, if *tis to be done. | 
And if till a doubt in your fancy remains, 
Injurious to love and to me, 
O fetter me more, (if you can} with your ' 
chains, 
Nor ever, O no! ſet me free. 
But this, this, believe me, can poorly expreſs 
How truly, how dear]y, I love thee. 


play ; kl 
7QICE 13 


know, 


O let my fond vows ſome favour obtain, 
And pleaſure ſucceed to my toil; 

Accept, then, dear girl, and to baniſh my ban, 
O crown the kind words by a ſmile. 

Ah ! yes, for there's ſurely a pleaſure divine, 
In the ſmile of the girl we adore ; 


vows e A promiſe ſo foft, that no words can define, 

It ſays that your doubts are no more, 
3 That now you believe what no words can ex- 
30 clear, 


preſs, 
How truly, how dearly, I love tho 


* 


but breath 


THO! FOSTER'D IN THE HUMBLE 
COT. | 
HO? foſter'd in the humble cot. 
My friends of low degree; 


\ higher ſtate I envied not, 
While bleſt with Liberty. 


© 2 


7 peril ol 


ly expreſs 
ve thee. 


ze dare, 
uld ſhun, 


#7 
Then ſweetly danc'd the hours away, 
W hat ſorrow could 1 prove? 


Wich all to make the boſom gay, 
Sweet Liberty and Love. | 


But now my heart is full of woe 3 
Ah, well-a-day, poor me 

The worſt of mifery to know, 
The lofs of Liberty! 


Yet ill be calm, my anxious breaſt ; - 
Hope comfort from above 

Kind Heaven again can make me bleſt, 
With Liberty and Love, 


NANNY OF THE TWEED. 


When Phebus uſhers in the morn ! 
How ſweet to trace the flowery lawn 
When bloſſoms deck the fpangled thorn ! 
The birds ſing Iweet o'er hill and grove, 
And ſweet's the ſhepherd*s oaten reed. 
But ſweeter far the maid I love, 
Fair Nanny of the Tweed! 


Let heroes fly in queſt of fame, 


And dauntleſs brave the battle's roar; 
Let ſtateſmen court a gilded name; 
And ſailors roar from ſhote to ſhore; ww 


WW wy. ya oc. - 


JOW ſweet to view the op'ning dawn, 


11 


a4 


Hale ſet this heart a panting, O. 


„ 
Dearer to me the hill and grove, 
The rural dance and oaten reed, 


When wandering with the nid! love. 
Fair Nanny of the Tweed. 


What tho' I'm doom'd, alas! by fate, 
To tend, each day, my fleecy care. 
Content would crown my lowly ſtate, 

If ſhe'd conſent my flock to thare 
Then blithe ['d fing o'er hill and grove, 
And tune with glee my oaten reed; 

My days I'd paſs in peace and love, 
With Nanny of the Tweed! 


MY DEARY, o. 


TF UST where yon burn trots through' the 
| broom, 

Amang the birks ſae mony, O, 

Where gowans zlint and blue bells bloom, 

And lintwhites fing ſae bonny, O,— 

A laſs there lives, right fair to "ot 

Wi' gracefu' air enchanting, O, | 

Whaſe roſe-bud cheek and ſparkling e e'e 


Her preſence mak's me cheery, O,- 
Her abſence mak's me weary, O; 
*Tis my delight, baith day and night, 
To gaze upo' my deary, O. 


C3 
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Fe leave the town, and a' its veide, 
The. feat o' vice and flander, O; 
At eve von burnies flowery ſide 
Wi' my ſweet lafs to wander, O: 
Let fortune ſhun my lowly cot, 
And wealthy ſauls frown on me, O, 
The fickle jade I'd mind her not, 
Would Annie ſmile upon me, O. 
Her prefence inak's me cheery, O, &c, 


Ye painted prudes, wi” a” your art, 

In filk and filler flaunting, O; 

W haiſe coſtly claiſe aft hides a heart, 
Where modeſty is wanting, O; 

My Annie fcorns your borrow'd grace, 
And, ſweet as May- day morning, O, 

Bright health blooms on her K face, 
In ſpite of a' your ſcorning, O. 3 
— Her preſence mak's me cheery, O, &c. 


YES, BE MERCILESS, THOU TEMPEST 
DIRE! N 


Sing by Mrs. Jordan. | 
ES, yes, be mercilefs, thou tempeſt dire ! 8 

Unaw' d, unſhelter'd, I thy fury brave! Fos 
ll bare my boſorn to thy forked fire, ; 
Let it but guide me to Alanzo's grave! 


1 
Cer his pale corſe, then, while thy Iight"nings 


lare, 


I kiſs his clay-col@ lips, and periſh there, 


But thow wilt wake again, my boy, 
Again thou'lt rife to life and joy, 
Thy father never! 
Thy laughing eyes will meet the light, 
Unconſcious that eternal night, | 
Veils his for ever! 


On yon green bed of moſs there Nes my 
child; | 
© fitcr lies, from thefe chill'd arms apart ? 
He fleeps, ſweet lamb! nor heeds the tempeſt 
ld 


O ſweeter fleeps, than near this breaking 
heart ! : Ati 
Alas! my babe! if thou would'ſt peaceful 1 
reſt, 16 
Thy cradle muſt not be thy mother's breaſt | | 


But thou wilt, &e. 


MEST sich FOR RIM WHO LIVES xo 
MORE. 
WEET maid, I heard thy frequent ſigh, 
oft dire! And mourn to ſee thy languid eye; 


y brave For well 1 know thefc ſymptoms prove, 
T hy heart a prey to ſecret love. | 


rave! ! C 4 


{ 6] 


: But tho? fo 1 a fate be thine, 


Think not thy grief can equal mine: 
Hope may thy vaniſh'd bloom reſtore; 
I figh for him who lives no more ! 


The youth for whom thy boſom ſighs, 
Shall oft delight thy confcious eyes; 
And oft his voice, in accents ſweet, 

Shall friendſhip's ſoothing tongue repeat: 
But he for whom my cheek is pale, 

For whom my health and ſpirits fail, 
Nought to my eyes can e'er reſtore, 

And I ſhall hear his voice no more! 


Thou, in exiſtence, ſtill canſt find 
A charm to captivate thy mind, 
To make the inorning ray delight, 
And gild the gloomy brow of night; 

But Nature's charms to me are fled ! 
I nought behold but Henry dead! 
What can my love of life reſtore ? 

T figh for him who lives no more 


ABRAHAM NEWLAND. 
Sung by Mr. Toharnate 


INEET yet was & name. 
So bandy'd by fame, 
Through air, and through ocean, and through 


land, 
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As one that is wrote 
Upon ev'ry bank-note— 

And you all muſt xnow Abraham Newland, 

O Abrahim Newland! notified Abraham 

Newland ! | | 
I ve heard people ſay, 
Sham Abraham you may 3 

But you muſt not ſham Abraham Newland. 


For faſhion or arts, 
Should you ſeek foreign parts, 
It matters not wherever you land; 3 
From Chriſtian to Greek, 
All your language will ſpeak, 
If the l nguage of Abraham Newland, 
O Abraham Newland ! aſtoniſhing Abraham 
Newland 
Whatever you lack 
You'll get in a crack, 
By the credit of Abraham Newland. 


But, what do you think ?— 
Withour victuals or drink, 
| You may tramp, like the Wandering Jew 
. land 

From Dublin to Dover, 

Nay, all the world over, 
| If a ſtranger to Abraham Newland. 

v 

4 through be wad wonderful Abraham 
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Tho” with compliments cramm'd, U 
Fou may die and be d — d, | 
If you have not an Abraham Newland. 


The world is inclin'd 
To think Juſtice is blind, 
Yet lawyers know well ſhe can view land; 
But, Lord ! what of that? 
She'll blink like a bat 
At the fight of friend Abraham Newland. 
O Abraham Newland ! magical Abraham Nev 
land! | 
Tho? Juſtice, *tis known, 
Caan ſee through a millſtone, | 
She can't fee through Abraham Newland, 


Your patriots, who bawl 
For the good of us all, 
And—good ſouls !—here like muſhroom 
they ſtrew land: | 
But tho? loud as a drum, 
Each proves Orator mum, 
If attack d by tout Abraham Newland. e fo, 


© Abraham Newland ! invincible AbrabaM A 
Newland ! : | 

No argument's found wee 

In the world, half fo found V 

As the logic of Abraham Newland, * 


They French fay they're coming; 
Ant furely they're humming 
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We know what they want, if they do land, 
But we'll make their ears ring, 
In defence of cur King, 

Our Country, and Abraham Newland. 


O Abraham Newland ! excellent Abrabam 
Newland |! 


No tricolour'd elf, 
Nor the devil himſelf, 
Shall rob us of Abraham Newland. 


I'LL BE TRUE TO THEE, LASSIE. = 
Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


XCHANGING yows of love and truth, 
Belide a purling ſtream 

at Joe and Jane, in prime of youth, 
And love was all their theme; 


aſkroom 


in ye can loo me, lafs, he cry'd, 
And loo but only me, 

e ſoon ſhall be a bonny bride, 
And I'll be true to thee, laſſie. 


\ wee houfe o'er the bourn ye fee, 
Wi' thatch well cover'd o'er; 
will ſhelter gre to thee and me, 
1G, And what ſhou'd we want more. 
ng; Gin ye cas loo me, &c, 
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Let others follow fame and wealth, 
For greater joys | ſigh; 
I aſk of Heaven ſweet eaſe and health, 
With thee to live and die. 
Gin ye can loo me, &c. 


I MUST TRY ANOTHER, 
Sung by Mr, Dignum. 


RITHEE, Sally, ſpeak thy mind-s 


Am Uthe man, or no? 
If I am not, be ſo kind 
Io tell me plainly ſo. 
If my paſſion you-approve, 
I'm your faithful lover; 
If you can'treturn my love, 
1 muſt try another, 


Pray confider that our prime 

Does very ſoon decay; 

Think how great would be the crime 
To let it ſlip away. 


Tho' my heart prefers your charms, 
I love to laugh, not cry ; 

Tho? it beats with ſoft alarms, 
For no woman will 1 die, 


If my paſſion, &c, 


l * S "IJ Was _ 


1 


OUNG WILLIAM SEEKS MY HEART 
TO MOVE. 


Sung by Miſs Howells. 


C7 OUNG William ſeeks my heart to move, 

) And fighs, and talks fo much of love ; 

He'll hang or drown, I fear it 

f pangs, and wounds, and pointed darts 

f Cupid's bow, and bleeding hearts 
] vow I cannot bear it. | 


e ſays I'm pretty——mighty wel! 
nd witty, too— that's better Ril} ! — 
And ſenfible, I ſwear it: 
t words, we know, are nought but wind; 
nleſs he'll freely ſpeak his mind, 
] vow L cannot bear it. 


he ſhepherd dances blithe and gay, 

nd ſweetly on the pipe can play ; : 

I own 1 like to hear it. 

it downcaſts looks, and hums and haws, 
badly plead a lover's cauſe, 

I vow I cannot bear it. 


viſn ſome friendly nymph or fwain, 
[ould bid the baſhful boy ſpeak plaing 
I'd wed him, I declare it: 

hen pluck up courage, like my ſex 3 
e honeſt ſwain no more I'd vexy 

Bet wed him, I declare ity 
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T. 
LET'S BE MERRY TO- DAY. = 
Sung by Mr. Denman. 0 
” MORROW's a cheat, let's be merry h 
| to-day, a | 'O1 
And to time fill a goblet, *twill force him to 
ſtay * | | ; 
Who but cowards would e'er at his ſummon 
repine ? 
Who but cowards would ſteal from a liquor 
divine ? 
For *tis wine that can blunt the keen thorn of 
A pale ſorrow, I 
| As it moiftens the flow'r that may fade ere tog 
Morrow. | A; 
Since roſy contentment dwells not with thy wh, 
great, iis 
Leave wealth and dull thinking to ſlaves off; 
the ſtate; Let 
But ſet mirth and good- humour our banquet, te 
ſtill ſhare, | Def 
And wine be our armour againſt ſullen care; Id iet: 
| For 'tis wine, gen'rous wine, blunts the tho Our 
| of pale ſorrow, hot 
| As it moiſtens the flow'r that may fade ere WM And 


Morrow. eta 1 
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To-morrow's a cheat—the bleſt moment let's 
prize; 

The ſting of reflection age bids us deſpiſe: 

ome, friendinip, then, ſweeten the care- 
drowning bowl, | 

hat's ſacred to love, the delight of the ſoul; 

For 'tis wine that can blunt the keen thorn of 

pale ſorrow, 

it moiſtens the flow'r that may fade ere 

to- morrow. 


merry 


him to 


mmon 


a 11quor 

A SHEPHERD'S SONG TO VENUS, 

\ Goddeſs, deſcend on our plains, | 
And enlighten our ruſtical ng - 

To thy altar I offer my ftrains, 1 

And the graces of Niſida's ſong. 

Bring thoſe charms that give birth to defireg 

Nor be thy young Cupids away; 

round thele fair ſcenes we admire, 


thorn cf 


e ere to- 


with the 


flaves a Let thy graces all negligent ſtray. 
banquet o twine the rude wreath while we rove, 
Deſirous to place on thy ſkrine, 
en care; {Wet thy ſweet power improve 
the tho Our manners, their roughneſs refine | 
ho* a ruſtic I live in the fields, 
fade ere And attend to my pipe and my ſheep, 


et a ſoftneſs my paſſion reveals, 
That has taught me to ſigh and to weep. 
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POOR MARY. | 4 
ER the parents of Mary, who live in 2 
vale, Ai 
New penury flings the dark ſhade of her veil | 
Neglected, forlorn, and all wretched, they 
ſhed f 
Reciprocal tears upon poverty's bed. 
One child, a ſweet girl, was the pride of their 
years, 
On whom they beſtow'd all their love, all their 
fears! 
When they wept, ſhe would cry, when they 
play'd, the would fmile ; 


And would grieve undiſſembling, and laugh 
without guile. 


If Nature e'er gave to the lovlieſt face 
A laſting impreſſion of infantine grace, 


Surely this is the charm by which Mary ex- he y 
cels | 

All the maids of the green, all the City- -bre th 
belles: 1 

So artleſs her air, ſo unſtudy'd her mien, pr. 
To all ſhe was fairer than Beauty's bright 0 
ueen: d ſh 

Her eyes ſhed a luſtre, that caus'd in eac al 
breaſt fre; 


A wr that conſum'd, atas! robb'd it 
xc. 


1 


E 
At ſchool ſhe was meek, yet was ſprightly and 
"RP gays 
in 7 And durpaſt d all the girls, Wel in flirting 

and play; 
And was ſtrange — when around one ſuch vi- 
ces appear, 


dhe could weep with her friend, and her ſor- 
rows revere 


zeil! 
they 


f their gut, ah! thoſe proud blaſts that blind Fortune 
has ſent 
all theit Bia the head of her father, with age lowly 
bent | 
en they Ware forc'd her, all- graceful, all- beauteous, to 
yield 
a lauge glean the ſcarce ear left in Florido's field. 
eſolv'd to poſſeſs her, he chas'd all her fears: 
e er tale ſhe related, all meekneſs, and tears; 
ey Ihe wretch yet was gen'rous, he proffer'd her 
Aar) ex gold 
; d the want of her parents her virtue ſhe 
city-bre r | 
preſs'd to his doſom the weight of her 
nen, bt charms, 
8 bright 


d ſhe ſunk, all- regardleſs, in Florido's 


=” arm — 
sd in eae 


e frenzy is over—her honour is gone ! 


bhp + it * * but weep, ſince poor ke un- 


D 
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CRAZY JANE: 
By M. Lewis, Ei- 


in ev'ry feature, 


gt Uo 


HY, fair maid, in 
Are ſuch ſigns of fear expreſs's * 


Can a wandering, wretched creatures 
611 thy breaſt, | 
> 


my frenzied loo 
lay. fears are vain: 


= — 

1 o _— , - 
— — — — ig ——_ — 
PI 7 * 


Truſt me, ſweet | dh 
Not for kingdoms would 1 harm thee; 
Shun not, then, poor Crazy Jane. | 1 
& thou weep to ſee my anguiſh ? A. 
3 ayoid my wee: .. 
W hen men gatter, ſigh, and languiſh, W 
Think them falſe, found them 01 
For 110% d, n fo ſincerely ), H 
None could ever love again; 
But the yours | 1ov'd fo dearly Pc 
f Crazy ane. 
Sh 


Stole the wits o 


Fondly MI 
| was doom'd to love but one? 


n wit 
Fled the wits of Crazy Jane ! 
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Now, forlorn and broken- hearted, 
And with frenzied thoughts belet, 
On that ſpot where laſt we parted— 
On that ſpot where firſt we met, 

Still I lowly pace the plain, | 

* Still 1 fing my love-lorn ditty, 

d: Whilſt each paſſer by, in pity, 

Cries © God help thee, Crazy Jane! 


THE GHOST OF CRAZY JANE. 
HE ev*ning of a ſummer's day, 
Without a thought to cheer, 
A lovely damſel ſeem'd to ſay, 
Why is not Henry here? 

With trembling ſteps, and drooping head, 
She lowly croſs'd the plain; 
Her hopeleſs heart, the often ſaid, 

Shed tears for Crazy Jane. 


For love deſerted, broken yaw: 
Of falſe and perjur'd man, 
She did the fickic god accuſe, 


1 Which could her heart trepan; 
one? The duſky alight began to draw 
74 him; 


Its influence o'er the main; 
She ſtarts, ſhe looks, the. ſurely a 
The Ghoſt ot C ay Jane. 


Now trembling at the awful ſcene, 
She. Fw the ipectre move; 
1 2 
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And, gently gliding o'er the green, 
Soon loft it in the grove, 

There, wandering midſt the lonely wood, 

With ſadneſs in her train, 

»Tis often ſeen, in direfu] mood, 

The Ghoſt of Crazy Jane. ® 


——— onus tn = 


— 


AIR. 


With a jiggity jiggity, trip on her pretty 

toe ; 

While fingers, and e and fidders aps 
proach, 

With their ſcreaking, 

Rhyming, chymi 8, 

Tippity, tippity, xweedle- way. 

Such ringing and ſinging, ſuch routing and 

ſhouting! 

Such ſcreaking and ſqueaking, ſuch rhymiry 
and chiming | 

So, hey for the mirth of a wedding day 


- - _—_— — © — — 2 
_— —C „% 1% . 
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The old on their crutches are crouding th: 
door, 
With niddity, niddity, diddling doodle, oh 
The young with their crotchets are runaing 
before, 
With ſqueaking, ſereakiag, 
Briſking, friſking. | 


0 fee the fair bride go back to her coach, 
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Tippity, trippity, giggling gay, 


1 Such routing and ſhouting, fuch ringing and 
55 ſinging ! 
Such ſqueaking and ſcreaking, fuch whiſking 
and friſking ! 


So, hey for the mirth of a wedding day ! 


Alas, alas! 
All this muſt paſs, 
| How happy for life were a man to be ſure, 
; coach, If the dear wedding day could for ever en- 
r pretty dure 
Who'd think that ſo bleſs'd and ſo lovely 2 
ers 2p pair, | 
Would e'er wiſh the parſon——1 will not ſay 
43 | where ! 
Who'd think it! O rare { 
; | To lee the fair one, &c. 
ring ane | | a 
thyminz HOLIDAY TIME. 
ng day Tune — Tae Pyeman.. | 
| O health and long life to you all, 
ading che My maſters and miſtreſſes too; 
Once again, I am here at your call, 
>odle, oh To fay from my heart—How d'ye do? 
te 16080; Tis holiday time, as you know, | 


And the coach pretty crowded I drive, 
But the beſt fare of allge- bol! 
Is te fee my good friends all alive. 
Ri-um-ti-idity-um, &c. 


- b L - hs e. 
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Oh! could you but ſee what odd folks, 
J drive in my carriage and four; 
Why, truly, in ſpite of all jolaes, 
Vou'd laugh, if you ne'er laugh'd before; 
For here is a poor little taylor, 
Squeaking out for more room, pretty oft, 
And with his girl ſits a ſailor, 
Who bundles poor Stitch up aloft. 
Ri- um- ti- idity- um, &c. 


Now here is old Shortweight the baker, 
And there is a virgin from Wapping, 
Next to her fits a prim-looking quaker, 

With Bobby the beau, fam'd for hopping : 
Then here is a city apprentice, 

And there is a gentleman's Jacqueyz 
With Pull-out, the great puffing dentiſt, 
And the milliner's man, Maſter Jackey. 
Ri- um-ti-idity--um, Kc. 


With ſhambling Joey the ſawyer 
Little Snob, rather lame in his knees, 
With a half of the devil, the lawyer; 
But what are their callings to me ? 


Yet I carry ſome queer ones, you lee, 
And in holiday time all alive, oh. 
Ri- un · ti idity- um, & c. 


Then there is Oh dear! how you ſqueeze} 


Or how they are cramm'd, ſo I drive oh ; 
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THE TUNEFUL LARK. 
Sung by Mi Gray, 
HE tuneful lark awakens day, 
And carols ſweet his lively note; 
The wanton lambs wild gamsols play, 
And chanticleer extends his throat: 
Fond expectation hails the youth, 
Who has lov'd me lony, and loves me ſtill. 
To hear him plight his vows of truth, 
While click clack ſounds the merry n 
mill. | 


He vows a ring he has long beſpoke, 
And i to wed him ne'er deny'd: 
Oh dear! how men and maids will joke, 
When | become his happy bride ! 
With envy half the maids will die, 
For Harry half the men excels, -» 
Well pleas'd we'll ſoon together hie, 
Where ding dong ſounds the merry merry 
bells, 


THE FAITHFUL CAMP BUTCHER, 
| Sung by Mr. Coſgrove. a 


AM Steel is my name, and a man of ſome 
fame, 


For where the boys. march, there am I; 


b > 


Yet pray take me right, I mean not to fight, 
No mine is their wants to ſupply : 


v 
For go where I will, 1 knock down and kill, No, 
And prove, if you'll give me belief, / 


By night and by day, a friend as you'll ſay, 
And find them old Engliſh roaſt beef, 
Brave boys! 
And find them old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Like Britons they beat, and like Britons they 
eat, 
And while I can handle a knife, 
111 cut up and carve, a ſoldier to ſerve, 
E'en tho' at the riſk of my life. 
And fince in the battle, though cannons may 
rattle, 
A ſoldier's a ſtranger to grief, 
I'll prove very clear, to my heart they are 
dear, 
And find them old Engliſh roaſt- beef, 
Brave boys! 
And find them old hen rank beef. 


Then, this too 1'11 boaſt, old England's my 
toaſt, 


And ker champions for ever, ſay I; j 
May they fight in her cauſe, nor ne er make 


1 the uſe, > 
Till they ſee all her enemies die. = a3 
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ht, And if I turn tail in my duty, or fall, 
Why, may I be hang'd like a thief; 
kill, No, no, while 1 live, my aſſiſtance 1'1! give, 
And find them old Engliſh roaſt-beef, 
y, | Brave boys! 
And find them old Engliſh roaſt- beef. 


TO-MORROW, 


Sung by Mr. Tacledim, | 


A Bankrupt in trade, fortune frowning on 
ſhore, . 
All loſt, ſave my ſpirit and honour; 
No choice being left but to take to the oar, 
I've engag'd in the Mars, Captain Connor: 
But though the wind calls me, ſome few words 
to ſay | | 
To Polly, theſe moments I borrow ; | | 
or ſorely ſhe*l1 grieve that I leave her to-day, 
And muſt ſail on the ſalt ſeas to-morrow. 


eef. | | 
ay, weep not! though Fortune her ſmile now 

d's my denies, | 7 | 
Time may ſoften the gypſy's diſpleaſure ; 
erhaps ſhe may throw in my way ſome rich 

r make prize, 


And ſend me home loaded with treaſure : 
f ſo lucky, Oh! doubt not, without more de- 

la 9 ; | 

Will 1 haſten to baniſh your ſorrow 


T4 ] 
And bring back a heart which adores you to- 
day 
And will love you as dearly to-morrow. 


But ah! the fond hopes may prove faithleſs and 
vain, 
Which my boſom now ventures to cheriſh; 
In ſome petilous fight I may haply be ſlain, 
Or whelm'd in the ocean may periſh. 
Shou'd ſuch be the fate of poor Ten _ to 
a 
To his loſs a fit tribute of forrow ; 
And ſometimes remember our parting to-day, 
Should a wave be my coffin to-morrow. 


THO' FS TER D IN THE At ABLE 
| CO F. 
10 foſter'd in the humble cot, 
My friends of low degree, 
A higher ſtate 1 envicd not, 
Waile bleſt with liberty. 


Then ſweetly danc'd the hours away; 
W hat ſorrow could 1 prove ? 

With all to make the boſom gay, 
Sweet liberty and love. 


But now my heart is fall of woe ; 
Ah, well a-day, pcor me 


The 
1 


et 
H 
Kin 


V 


U 
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The worſt of miſery to know 
: The loſs of li 2 ! 


et ſtill be calm, my anxious breaſt, 
Hope comfort from above; 


4 


eri; {kind heaven again can make me bleſt 

py With liberty and love. | 

voor | | 

eign to | 
| UNMOV'D I'LL BRAVE THE ROAR- 

ING SEA. 
0-day, 
. | Sung by Mrs. Bland. | 


NMOY'D I'll brave the roaring ſea, 
Though threat'ning billows roll; 
MBLE For William, ah! my love, with thee, 


No fear can daunt my ſoul ; 
Bleſt in thy arms, I'll fate defy, 
And count it happineſs to die. 


Hey down, adown, adown, adown. 


When on the foreign ſhore we land, 
No foe ſhall me affright ; 
Still by William will 1 Bo 
And cheer him to the feht: : 
Be living ſeen, when all is ſped, 
r found together *mid the dead. 
Hey, &. : 


wo 
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HEROES OF THIS WAR. Wh 


Snag by Mr. Banni/ 


OME, now, the herves of this war 
| In chorus loud we'll ſing, 
Who' ve fought victorious near and far, 
For country, laws, and king : | 
When firſt the French ſneak'd out of Bre 8 , 
We pepper'd them, I trow ; 
Then need I tell you all the reſt ? 
Since you remember Howe. 
Then hey for a foe in view, 
And damn all foggy weather; 
Here's a ſtrong pull, and a long pull, 
And a pull, boys, all together. 


The Dons, quoth Jarvis, I''] attack 2 
The Dons look'd monſtrous grave; You 
- But ſkill and valour in a crack 
The conqueſt to us gave. 
Says Duncan bold, I'Il have Mynheer, Give 
Mynheer lookd monſtrous gruft, 
Till Winter found —my lads, 'tis clear 
He'd full warm work enough. 
Then hey, &c. 


8 gallant Nelſon, at the Nile, hu 
Egad V'll have à day | 

And lo he had a glorious ſpoil — 

But two could run away. 


N W 1 


reſt, 


E 


Next Mitchell, Abercrombie, came, 
Reſolv'd to have a touch, 
Whic h great will be for Britain s fame, 
And happy for the Dutch. 
Then hey, &c. 


BROTHER TARS. - 
Sung by Mr. Fanvcet. 


ROTHER tars, in my time, I've fung ma- 
ny arhyme; 

But the ſong I now trouble you with 

Has ſome claim to applauſe, and you'll own it 

becauſe 

The ſubject's Sir Sydney Smith—It is. 

The ſubjeR's Sir Sydney Smith. 


You all know Sir Sydney, a man of ſuch kid- 

W 

He'd fight all the French he could meet. 

Give him one (hip or two, and without more 
ado, 

He'd engage if he 1 met a whole fleet—He 

would. 


He'd engage, &c. 


hus he took, as folks ſay, all har 1 came in 
his way, | 
Till Fortune, a whimſical elf, 


Order'd accidents fo, 
T hat in fighting the foe, 

Poor Sir Sydney was taken himſelf—He was, 
Sir Sydney was, &c. | 


The French were fo glad of the prize they noy 
. > Dad 3 
They eas d every offer we bid; 
And ſwore he ſhould ſtay, lock'd up till doom 
day, 
But he ſwore he'd be damn'd if he did— fle dil 
He ſwore, &c. 


If Sir Sydney was wrong, 5 then blackbal 
my long 3 
E'en our toes he would ſcorn to deceive, 
His eſcape was but juft, and confeſs it you 
muſt, 
For it was only taking French leave—Y ou 
know, 
It was only, &c. 


The creat Gallic chief, fluſh'd with he and 
grief, 
Stisfa&tion moſt proudly requir'd. 
f * Sir Sydney, with all heart; ſo he gave 
Buonapart 
Rather more than he wiſh'd or defir'd= 
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ADVICE TO THE FAIR. 


2, 1 nymphs who to the throne of Love 
With heart ſubmiſſive bow, | 
hey nor Who hope the mutual blifs to prove, 


That crowns the nuptial vow. 
Thro' caution's glaſs, by reaſon bent, 
O! view your lovers clearly; 
Nor think to wed till that preſent, 
The man that loves your dearly, 


11 doom 


— He dig. 
| Seil blind to Wiſdom' s ray, the rake 
No ſocial bliſs allows ; 


And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A good-for-nothing ſpouſe ; 


Lackbal 


we Nor truſt the fop, tho' piteous fighs 
Proclaim you've touch'd him nearly, 

ER His own ſweet charms too much he'll prize, 
Io Nor can he love you dearly. 

But when, with ev'ry manly grace, 
fury and 4 youth of ſoul refin'd, 8 

Y Who, doating on your form and face, 

F Thinks brighter ſtill your mind: 


When ſuch hall for the favour ſue, 
Oh ! yield your hand ſincerely; 
hen vou'll love him, and he'll love you, 
To life's laſt moment dearly, 


he, gave 
defir'd= 


/ 


To” 
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THE TARS OF OLD ENGLAND. 
Sung by Mis. Mountain. 

lecture I come, and your pardon | 


crave, 
For truly no learning my ſubje& imparts ; 
So ſpare me kind critics, all potent and grave, 
For mine is a poor ſimple lecture on hearts: 
Firſt then, Britain's glory, the heart of a tar, 
Is there aught of more courage, or n 
in worth? 
Ah, no, whether glowing in peace or in war, 
'Tis alike ever true to the place of it 
birth. | 
Then health to a ſailor, and this be the 
ſtrain, Thi 
The tars of old England again, and again. 


The heart of a lover, when tender and true, Our 
Is 4 heart to be priz'd as each woman mult | 
own, SHE 
While the heart of a miſer, to give Him his 
due, 


Is a heart, ſelfiſh mortal, as hard as a ſtone; | 
Then the heart of a virgin, and ſuch too there Mg 
be, 
That loves with a paſſion devoid of all art, hen 
Shall ſurely be rated and ſet down by me, — Wand 
| Her boſom's all ſ\weetaeſs, all ſoftneſs bet | 
heart. 


1 


Then health, blooming health, and let this 
de the train, » | 


To love and true lovers again and again. 


Ihe heart of a lawyer, and oh, what a 
ardvn | thing, | 
Tis a compound of ſomething that's hard to 
parts define, | 
grave, When you think it all honey, you find it all 
hearts: ſting, | 
Fa tar, WW And what really good for, I cannot afſign 
preciou; {Wow then, for a heart, and a gallant one too, 
'Iis a ſoldier's, and where is a braver in 
ſight ? Fe 
or England it beats ever loyal and true, 
And proves that her goed is its deareſt de- 


D. 


in war, 
A of its 


is be the light. ; 
| Then health to a ſoldier, and this be the 
| again. ſtrain, s 
Our ſoldiers and ſailors again and again. 
d true, 
nan mul | 


SHE LIVES IN THE VALLEY BE 

LOW. 

« « om: Sung by Maſter Gray. 

too there HE broom bloom'd fo freſh and ſo fair, 
| The lambkins were ſporting around, 

F all art, {Wen I wander'd to breathe the freſh air, 

me, — And by chance a rich treaſure 1 found; 


oftneſs br! ; E 


: him bis 


| 1 
A laſs ſat beneath a green ſhade, ' 
For whoſe ſmiles the Woe world I'd fore 


803 A 
As blooming as May was the maid, 7 
And ſhe lives in the valley below. I. 


Her ſong ſtruck my ears with ſurprize, 
Her voice like the nightingale ſweet; 
But love took his ſeat in her eyes, 
Where beauty and innocence meet 
From that moment my heart was her own, 
For her every with 1 forego; | V 
She's beauteous as roſes juſt blown, | 
And ſhe lives in the valley bag 


My cottage with woodbioe 0 'ergrown, 
. The ſweet turtle doves cooing round, 

My flocks and my herds ure my own, 
My paſtures with hawthorn are bound; 
All my riches I'll lay at her feet, 
- If her heart in return ſhe' II beſtow; 
For no paſtime can cheer my retreat, 

W hile ſhe lives in the valley below. 


THE MANSION or PE ACE. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


"ROSE from her boſom has ſtray'd ; 
I'll ſeek to replace it with art; 


11 


| But no,—'twill her ſlumbers inv ade; 

'd fore- I'll wear it, ſweet maid, next my heart. 
Alas! filly roſe, hadſt thou known 

.*I was Daphne that gave thee thy place, 

Thou ne' er from thy ſtation had flown ;—- - 

Her boſom's the manſion of peace, _ 


WITH A MERRY TAL. 


"ITH a merry tale 
/ V * Serjeants beat the drum; 
Noddles full of ale, 5 
Village lads they hum: 
Soldiers out go alf, 


und, Famous get in Rory ; 

n, f they chance to fall, 

ound; Don't they fleep in glory ! 
Towdy rowdy dow, &c, 

on, Lawyers try, when fee'd, 

he Juries to make pliant, 


t they can't ſucceed, | 
Then they hum their client ; 
o perfection come, | 

CE. Houmming all the trade is, 

adies, lovers hum, 
| Lovers hum the ladies. 

ſtray' d 3 1 owdy rowdy dow, &c. 

art; e 
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Han't Britannia's ſons 

Often humm'd Mounſeer ? | D 

Hant't they humm'd the Dons ?— 

Let their fleets appear 

Strike they muſt tho' loth, 

(Ships with dollars cramm'd,) * 
If they're not humm'd both, 

_ ThenlI will be dw —— 


WHAT MATTERS YOUR DITTIES 


HAT matters your ditties, our yoke 
and norations, 
Of lawyers and doctors ſtill making your To 


game: 
Wid your gallipots, parchments, and clients, H 
and patients, { fam, 


And all ſuch cantankerous ſtuff as thi 
In praiſe ot our admirals, captains, and (jor Exact 
1'11 fing; and long life to the lads, and all 
ſuch, If 
Who on the ſalt ocean were never yet failers, 
In banging the Spaniards, the French, 2 How 
the Dutch. 
And ſing fallalloo, ſmallalloo, ditheroo whack H 
Let an enemy come, and we'll trundle him 
back; 
While the Jads of the ocean mall tell thi 
proud elf, [fe] 
He may go to the devil, and there ſhake hin 
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Didn't Freachnen one June, to our lads cry 
Pecavi; 
Lord Howe he did pelt em, through thun- 
der and ſmoke, 
With Britiſh hard dumplings, without any 
ray, 
Till 1 no longer cou'd reliſn the 
joke 
And chen didn't Jarvis the Spaniards belea- 
"LES, ther? 
Then Duncan and Nelſen completed the 


yy jokes, job, 

a Foul Jo ſhew we can beat em all three both to- 
ang ! gether, 

2 client As faſt as each pleaſes to put up his nob. 

| hn And ſing fallalioo, &c. 

70 ag: ih 

nd ſailor" Each wave, as it waſhes our ſhores, wou'd 
Js, and al ſoon tell us, 


If it had but a tongue and cou'd ſpeak 
what was juſt, 
How it carried to glory our brave honeſt fel- 
lows, 
How oft on its ſurface our foes bit the duſt. 
And now to be building on land you'd be 
after 
Some trophy of | honour their actions ta 


grace, 


et failers) 
rench, % 


roo whack 
undle him 


all tell ti 
| ſe] 


make. hin 
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While they have built one for themſelves on 5 
the water, 
The devil himſelf cou'dn't ſhove from it: 
place. f H. 
Ps And ſing fallalloo, &c, | 
2 By 


. LET SAILORS. AND SOLDIERS UNITE 


IN ONE CAUSE. . 
121 by Mr. Townſend. WI 

ET failors and ſoldiers unite in one cauſe, 
Bound together by hunour and loyalty Y 
band; Let 
Both fight ſor old England, and cheriſh be u 


= cauſe, 

And give to the king each his heart and 
bi hand. | 

In this-phalanx unite ; like lions we'll ſight, MShal, 
© While no private feuds ſhall our intereſts dil 


oy cover: M 
But this be our boaſt, and our ultimate toaſt, A 
Here's the Army and Navy of Britain fo With 

ever! | 


T he ſailor our glory ſecures on the main; 
His example to follow the ſoldier 1 
teen 5 
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And on ſhore like a hero he fights his cam- 


ves ON paign, 
But on ſea and on ſhore fights the Britiſh” 
om its marine. 
He pulls and he hauls, he fights till he falls, 
Co And from foretacks and mulquots he never 


will waver; 
But when the fray's o'er, with his Dolly on 
ſhore, 
Drinks the Army and Navy of Britain for 
Ever. | 


UNITE 


What matters it who braves the glebe or the 
ne cauſe, ſurge ? 
loyalty” Yet if there's a conteſt about either ſtations 
let that flimulus glory and loyalty urge, 


nerich he ho will ſtand the moſt firm to the — | 
and the nation. 


While thus we agree, 
Let's fight and be free, 


Shall Britons 'gainit Britons draw daggers ?== 
Oh, never! 


Make the Sans Culottes fly, 
late roaft, And let fame rend the ſky, 
Britain foi With che Navy and Army of Britain for ever. 


heart and 


WI ſight, 
ntereſts d di 


; main; 1 RECRUITING OFFICER. 
_— OME, come, my lads, attend to me, 


[11 tell you what” s a ſoldier's life, 


— 


. = EIS 


Then ſince our country wants our aid, 


DE LG BR IT DIE EEE A Ps PE ems en nr 
* = x N 4b.” 


Our king and laws we'll Rill defend 


1 1 
We're full of mirth and jollity, 

And often jiꝑ it to a fife ; 2 
But ſhould the haughty foe preſume, 

Our country's rights for to invade, Sg 
We'll ſhoulder arms, and marching ſoon, 

Prove all their threats a maſquerade. 


Whilſt the merry little drum goes row dow 


dow, 
Whilſt the merry, &c, 
To Britin valour all muſt bow, 
Whilſt the merry, &c. 


Boys, let us all united be, 
At danger never be diſmay'd, 
The cauſe is Britiſh loyalty : 


Tis but our duty, that is clear; 
We'll ſtand by them till life doth end, 
For freedom's to each Briton dear, 
Whilſt the merry, &c. 
Well make each haugthy foe to bow, 
Whilſt the merry, &c. 


So come my boys, and enter ftrait, 
Wou'd you as gentlemen appear, 
Before your much Jov'd Nan or Kate, 

Why, zounds become a volunteer ; 
Beſides, when peace ſhall bleſs our iſle, 
And ſmiling children grace our knee, 


V's 


Cy 
ex ; 
fe, 
nee, 
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What joy to tell them of each toil, 
We orav'd, to ſet our country free, 
Whilſt the merry, &c. 
So come away, and enter now, 
Whilſt the merry, &c. 


THE BRITISH VOLUNTEERS. 


HEN bluſt'ring Gallia loudly roar'd, 
| Her threats to neighb'ring nations 
round, | | 
Her lure, was Freedom's form ador'd, 
The ſacred boon to Britiſh ground; 
Fair Freedom's ſons to arms then flew, 
A gen'rous, valiant, happy crew; 
And ſoon to guard the land, appears 
A hoſt of Loyal Volunteers. 


United in one mind and c:uſe, 

To guard their king and their juſt Jaws, 
To curb the pride of haugh:y France, 
Behold Britannia's ſons adyance, 

With minds that pureſt freedom know, 
Scorning Frenchmen's threaten'd blow; 
While beauty gratefully appears 

To greet her manly Volunteers, 


Born and nurs'd in Freedom's iſle, 
Where nature's bouatics ſweetly ſmile 
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We'll have no vile intruders here, ; Sin 
To take thoſe bleſſings we revere : 
Then ceaſe thy threats, vain impious France, \ 
Nor dare unto our coaſts advance, | 
Deſtruction waits thy coming here Oc! 
Thus vows each Britiſh Volunteer. 


On our lov'd hill, where health is found, I 
Where nature paints the ſc2nes around 
Where female beauty gives us cheer, 
And greets each Britiſh Volunteer; 
United firm in heart and hand, A 
Our country ſhall our lives command; 5 

And when the enemy appears, £ Mea 
They'll meet undaunted Volunteers. | = 
Come, fill up bumpers, fill them high, to 
Our loyal thouts ſhall read the ſky ;- 10 
Here's our lov'd king God him preſerve, Los 
And thoſe commanders whom we ſerve. 

Brave Ranicar, and Bolland too, he 
Shall ever find us firm and true ; | 

Then let us give with three loud cheers v 
The King and Britiſh Volunteer. 


Like 
THE LOYAL IRISHMAN. 00 
Sung by Mr. Dyte, 


* fight = old England, ſays Teddy 0 
And Ireland, renown'd for parata's ſo fine, 


SO 
Since he knows tis the land—Arrah, honey, 
be aify, 
Which we read of, that flows with milk, 
f honey, and wine. 
Och, bad luck to ſoup maigre and deef a-la- 
mode, 
Roaſt beef is the thing, ſtuff'd with onions, 
| my cear; 
Contented with theſe, joy, here I'll fix my 
| abode, _ 
And fight in defence of our old Engliſh 
cheer. 


Meals.) Ay, and then by way of a deſert, after 
we have been drubbing our enemies; och, 
to be ſure, and we won't have alittle of your 
true whiſky punch, juſt by way of enabling 
us to ſing 

Whack fal lal, &c. 


hen our ladies, dear craters, ſo pretty and 
charming, 

Whoſe eyes ſhine, dear joy, like the ſun in 
the night, 

Like a gingerbread nut of a cold froſty morn- 
ing; 

Och, they warm our poor boſoms, and yield 
us delight. 

0 hen talk. not of Calais, of Dunkirk, or Do- 
ver, 

Arrah, none of thoſe outlandiſh Places for 
me ; 


Trance, 


rs 


. 


Teddy 


ſo fine, 


\ Bs; 1} 


Tho' you walk, joy, on horſeback, the uni. © 
verſe over, | 
Old England's the place, my dear eve, 
for me. 
Speaks.) Och, and by St. Patrick's ownſel,W F. 


there is not an Engliſh Iriſhman in the three 
kingdoms, that wau*dn't in defence of theſ 
bleſſings turn out every mother's fon d 
them, to give the 'enemies of old Tagen 
taſte of our— 


Whack fal lal, &c. 


So there is my hand, to this cauſe ever ſtead! 

In my country's defence, joy, I'll ſtand a 
elſe fall, 

If a ball takes my head, there s an end of pd 
Teddy ; 

But that to a ſoldier is nothing at all. 

When the battle is over, ſtill funny and frik 

Regardleſs of danger, I'll chearfully ſing, 

My favourite ſongs, whilſt I ripple tix 


whiſk y n ig 

St. Patrick's ID and God fave Mrhen 
King. der 

| Steaks. p Och, and bad luck to _ ownſe| 1 


honey, if "or ever toſs off a noggin ( 
whiſky, before ['ll toaſt the whole Roy 
Family, aye, and our conſtitution to 


* 
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| for *tis through them that we're enabled ta 

the umi . ſing 
ar jeweh 


ownſel FROM PITY'S POWER THOU NEED 


the thre! NQT FLY, 

e of thel x 

4 2 7 Sung by Miſs Dec amp. 

England ] ROM pity's pawer thou need'ft not fly, 
| The tear ihe ſheds adorns the eye: 


and when down beauty's cheek it flows, 
| ore bright its radiant crimſon glows. 
ver ſtead!) 


| Rand Mut there's 2 ſigh, and there's a tear, 


That bids youth's roſes diſappear ; | 
Beware lefs thine their inRuence provey 


d of po 
__ deware lefs pity none” ap 
That tear is love's, and love's that ſigh ! 


all. 

and fri hey fade the cheek, they dim the eye. 

ly 18 Wah! let not then thy artleſs bloom 

Upple n fghs and tears ſo dire canſume— 

dd fave Mfhen —if thy heart tumultuous beat 
| hene*er thine eyes yon captive's meet, 
10 Wray! nor more ſuch danger prove, 

ny owner foon thy pity would be love, 

| noggin | 

vhole Roy 


ution toe 
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WHEN FIRST FROM KILKENNY. 
Sung Ly Mr, Howell, 


HEN firſt come from Kilkenny 3; 
freſh as a daily, 
'The girls of our village, all ſwore I was crazy; 

Arrah, maid, wite, or ts could never be 

aiſy, 
"If once, joy, I came in his way. 

And, it en dear, what can the matter 
be ? 

Oh, botheration, joy] what can che matter 
be ? 

Such a fellow as Caſey, they ſwore, het W 
could never be, wa 

For at romps, fait, I ſpent the whole day, 


But ſoon as Miſs Jenny fell into my way, 

Sir, Irtrod 
As dull as a ſparrow I rambled all day; 
I ſtrove to ſpeak to her, but nothing coul 


ſay, Sir, 
But phililu, what is't I ail ? ( 
And—Dear, dear, what can the matter be? 8 
Oh, dear, what can the matter be? F 
The neighbours all laughing, cried— What Fly 
can the matter be? rpiti 
Murphy O'Caſey looks pale. ; ith 
Our minds ſcarce made up, a rude preſs- vill © c 


allail's me, 


*. nail'd me; 
Jonteel by the collar, along the ſtreets trail d 
14 me, 
ny ® And lodg'd me a top of a ſhip. 
crazy; Seals.) Where they left me and half a dozen 
ever be more, poked up in a hen- coop, all alone by "i 
myſelf, finging— 1 
Dear, dear, what can the matter be ? "- 
matter Ob, muſha whack, honey, what can the matter i 
| be ? - 
e matter Put what of all that, ſure, I'm now ſafe re- =_- 
; turn's from ſea ; 9 
te, then Wa'n't it a delicate trip. N = 
le day. 1 f 
my way) CHORUSSES, 8 
2 educed in the Tra edy of Piat at the Im- 4 $ 
13 CD 25 e, Vienna. 1 
ung coul cou of Prisfs, ll 
| Q OURCE of life ! and fount of light! "of 
ter be! God! before whoſe piercing eye, bi. 
2M Flaming in the orient (ky, i | 
d What Fly the unhallow'd ſhades of night; i 
ropitious ſmile ; incline a gracious ear; A 
; ith power protect, and vith h y favour if 
e preſs- u cheer! — ii 
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And tho? I tipp'd them leg bail, my jewel, ſoon 


P 
* r 


(8 


Peeple, 
Hear, well pleas'd, the infant tongue 
In thy ſacred rites engage; 
Hear, well pleas'd, thy praiſes ſung, 
By the fault'ring voice of age, 
See with rev'rence round thy ſhrine, 
Children, parents, princes join: 
Accept their vows, and firmly ne'er to patt, 
Entwine the monarch's and the peoples Se 


heart. | Seq 
Chorus of Prieſts. | * 

Your hearts, your knees, in pious ha na An 
bend, No 

And let your pray'rs and hymns to Heav'riffſ#| 
high throne aſcend. His 
People ( kneeling, ) A 

Pure our ſouls, and free from guile, Wit 
We to thee an off ring bring; * 

ea 


Deign, propitious pow'r to ſmile. 
( King ) Bleſs the people 0 People ) Ble Till 


the king ! ner 

Our country ſave, bid war and blood, Sh 
ceaſe, * nd 

And grant us vict'ry, as the means of peace 5 
| | 5 


Chorus of Prieſts. © Ou 

God of Peru, thy wonted favour ſhow, 
So ſhall our grateful ſongs thy pril 

proclaim z * 


— — — 
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Of vows accepted now the pledge beſtow; 
Send from on high the ſelf-enkindled 

lame. & 
Diſplay thy grace, thy mercy, and thy power, 
And bid celeſtial fire our ſacrifice devour. 


General Chorus, 


parts Now the ſong of triumph raiſe! 
peoples See che ſacred altar blaze 
ER See the curling ſmoke ariſe, 
Watting odours to the ſkies ! 
The God of day accepts our vows, 
ha nat And will his people's cauſe eſpouſe. 
Now vict'ry ſummons to the field; 
Heav'!: On high the Inca's banner rear; 
| His ſword let ey'ry warrior wield, 
And point with certain fate the ſpear, 
With battle axe the foe aſſail, 
With maces break their coats of mails, 
Deal death with vig'rous arm around, 
Till ev'ry Spaniard bite the ground 
Unerring be the arrow's flight; 
Show'r ſure deſtruction from the ling : 
ind whilſt we boldly ruth to fight 
And put our country's foes to rout, 
Be this the univerſal ſhout : 
Our Gop, our CouxTzy, and our 
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Above the world, ſupremely bleſt, 


From haunts of ſurly man we'd fly, 


— 
— — — 
— 


r 


For him l'd cull Pomona's ſtore, 


u 


"> don. — ER 


oO fix'd in humble ſtate, 
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TOGETHER THEN WE'D FONDLY 
STRAY. 


GETHER then we'd fondly ſtray, 
1 Ober meadows green, thro' woodland BW 
| deep, 
Rejoicing view the lambkins play 
Andin the gurgling ftreamlet peep. x ] 
No cankering cares our ſleep moleſt, 
No frowning jailor part; 


His throne Roſina's heart. 


My pris'ner ſafe I'd guard; 
Secure from envy's prying eye, 
And love our bright reward, 


Nor from his ſide depart, 
Thus bleſt, could Blinval aſk for more ? 


His throne Roſina's heart. 


TO LONDON TOWN T LL HASTE W 


AWAY. 
Siu by Miſs Howells, I 


1 A little rural maid, 


191 
A country life I hate, 
For rural joys not made, 

To London town i'll haſte away, 
Where every thing is new 
Fly to the opera, park, and play, 
And do as London laſſes do. 
Sing, trol lol lolly lolly lol lol lol, Ec. 


5 
odlandt 


I ſcorn, the ſhepherd's pipe, 
The ruſtic dance deſpiſe, 
Dull praiſe from clownith lip, 
Nor rural ſor:-g I prize. 

To London then, &c. 


In town all joys combine, 
All dreſs, all noiſe, and ſhow, 
Each maid's a lady fine, 
And ev'ry ſwain's a beau, 
To London then, &c. 


101C ? | 
| SHAKESPEAR. 
Tune, - Rule Britannia. 
. HAST HEN Britain firſt at heaven's command, 


The ſails of ſcienee had unfurl'd, 
dhakeſpear was form'd by nature's hand, 
To be the wonder of the world. 
Rule great Shakeſpear, great Shakeſpear 
rule the ſtage, 
| Unrival'd te the lateſt age, 


178 f 
The Poet not ſo bleſs'd as thee, 
May in oblivion ſoon be loſt; 
Thy works ſhall flouriſh, and ſhall be, 
The world's amazement, Britain's boaſt. 
Rule great Shakeſpear, &c. 


Should haughtvy critic beſo bold, 
As try to blaſt thine envy'd fame, 
»Twill but thy beauties more unfold, 
And end in his perpetual ſhame. 

Rule great Shakeſpear, &c. 


The comic muſe by thee was taught, 
To laſh the follies of mankind; 


And manly ſentiment combin'd, &c, 
Rule great Shakeſpear, &c, 


With equal juſtice could'ſt thou paint, 
W hate'er did in thy fancy ſpring ; 
Whether the. villain, or the ſaint, 

The humble peaſant, or the king. 
Rule great Shakeſpear, &c. 


Thy works in darkneſs ne'er ſhall fall, 
Wide o'er the drama thou ſhalt reign ;. 
Take thee great man tor all in all, 

Ve ne'er ſhall fee thy like again, 
Rule "ou Shakeſpear, &c. 


Great bard with matchleſs beauty fraught, - 


Conte 


1 


THE RURAL WALK, 
Tune Exe round the huge oak, 
He ſweet when the nightingale ſings 


from yon grove, 
When the moon is half hid o'er the hill; 
When nothing is keard but the whiſpers of 


love, 


And the ſound of the far-diftant rill. 


| How ſweet with the friend of one's boſom to 
ſtray, 
Midſt ſcenes ſuch as theſe to commune; 
ht, And quitting the glitter and buſtle of day, 
S Mend the heart, and the paſſions attune. 


May this oft be our lot; ſo friendſhip divine, 
Shall lead us a flowery way; 

So our morning of life ſhall brilliantly ſhine, 
And its eyening be cloudlefs and gay. | 


THE MODEL, 


Y friend is the man I wou'd copy thro 
E life, 


He harbours no envy, he cauſes no ſtrife ; 


No murmurs eſcape him, tho' fortune bears 
hard; 


Content is his portion and peace his emal. 


_— 
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Still happy in his ſtation, 
He minds his occupation 
Nor heeds the ſnares, 
Nor knows the cares, 
Which vice and folly bring : 
Daily working wearily, n 
Nightly ſinging chearily; 
Dear to him his wife, his home, his country 
and his king. 


His heart is enlarg'd, though his income is 
| ſcant; S 
He leſſens his little for others that want: 
Tho' his children's dear claims, on his induſ- 
try preſs, 
He has ſomething to ſpare for the child of dif- 
| treſs. | F 
He ſeeks no idle ſquabble, . 
He joins no thoughtleſs rabble: 
J 0 clear his daw, 
From day to day, 
His honeſt views extend. 
When he ſpeaks tis verily, 
When he ſmiles tis merrily : 
Dear to him his ſport, his toil, his honour and 
his friend. 
How charming to find in his humble retreat, Wh... 
That bliſs ſo much ſought, fo unknown to the f 
*, weatz | 


untry: 
me is 


induſ- 


of dif- 


our and 


retreat, 
'n to che 
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The wife only anxious her fondneſs to prove, 
The play ful endearments of infantine love. 
Relaxing from his labours, 
Amid” his welcome neighbours, 
With plain regale, 
With jeſt and tale, 
The happy hero ſee, 
No vain ſchemes confounding him 
All his joys ſurrounding him, 
Dear he holds his native land, it's laws and 
liberty. 


Rd 


1 and wearily the way worn traveller 
Plods on chearily afraid to ſtop; 
Wandering drearily, a ſad unraveller 
Ot the mazes towards the mountain's top : 
Doubting, 
Fearing, 
While his courſe he's tearing z | 
Cottages appearing, when he's nigh to drop: 
O how briſkly then the way worn traveller 
Treads the mazes towards the mountain's top? 


Tho' ſo melancholy day has paſs'd by, | 
"I wou'd be folly now, to think on't mote; ' 
Blythe and jolly, he that can, hold faſt by, 
\s he's fitting at the goatherd's door: 


— TT 


( 74 ] 
Eating, : 
Quafting, 
At paſt labours laughing, 
Better far by behalf in ſpirits then before: 
O how merry then the reſted traveller 
Seems while-litting at the goatherd's door. 


WHEN THE SHEPHERDS ASK MY 
HAND, SIR. 


Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


W the ſhepherds aſk my hand, Sir, 
| Little heed I of their pain; 
With a cnrts'y I make anſwer, 
'Thank'ye, Sir, but call again— 
For I have vow'd to wear the willow. 
Willow, Willow. 
Willow, Willow. 


But when feigning's over, believe me, 
Hand and heart l'Il give my ſwain; 
Ard, if falſe, he ſhou'd deceive me, 
xy my fortune o'er again: 
I have no heart to wear the willow, 
Willow, Willow, 
Thank'ye, Sir, III wear no willow, 
Willow, Willow, Y 


7 Sir, 


W. 


My kumble pillow leave; 
or there we'll let no diſcord creep, 


1 


IN POOR ONES NE'ER LET ENVY 


RISE. 
Sung by Mrs, Bland. 


N poor ones ne'er let envy riſe, 
Or love of wealth allure, 
Since wealth can cloſe no wakeful eyes, 
No wounds of ſorrow cure. 
\ conſcience pure fill let me keep, 
| To make my fNlumbers light, 
und when I lay me down to ſleep, 
Bid ev'ry care—Good night. 


ontentment, like the tranquil dove, 
Reſts on my couch at eve, 


or ſhall, when near me ſleeps my love, 


To break our ſlumbers light: 
ut when we lay us down to ſlee p, 
Wiſh from the heart Good night. 


0 


A BUNDLE OF PROVERBS, 
Sung by Mr. Munden. 


Y name's Obadiah; a Quaker, I am;— 
Hum) 


ſpirit a lion, i in figure a lamb: 


—"Þ 1 
"Tis true 1 can't fing lixe the ſmarts of the 
But I now and then chaunt out a ſtave of my r. 
own. 
In Britain's Seniſe By 
My voice I'll raife ! 
May no foreign follies her ſons bewitch !- 


Hum! ooh 
If the blind lead the blind, both will fall in the 
ditch— (Hum Sh | 5 120 


The French, in their pride, talk of conquering, 
true: (Hum!) 
But tis one thing to ſay, and another to do: 
Let them meet our brave tars, and they“) 
quickly retire ;—(Hum !)— 
For I've heard that burnt children dread ſorely 
the fire. 
They vaunting roar, 
They'll ſoon come o'er, 
And get us all under their clawsin a trice: - 
(Hum!) 
But you know noiſy cats very ſeldom catch 


mice. (Hum!) f 
Ir 2 
1 own they*ve done much by their fighting an 
bucning—(Hum |) we 
But tis a long lane that has never a turning t 
They rail at our laws, and religion, alas t us 


| (Hum! 
| Thoſe | ſhould never throw. tones who hai 
windows of glafs, | 
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pf the They proudly boaſt 
Their conquering hoſt 
f my To humble Old England ſhall ſoon be diſ- 
patch'd': (Hum!) 
But ſome reckon their chickens defore they 
are hatch'd (Hum!) 


ch! n numbers they greatly exceed us tis clear,— FF 
5 (Hum !) 
in the 
Put two preſt men's not equal to one volun- 
: teer. 


guering, n vain they are ſtriving—mind not their a- 
larms: (Hum!) 

jure they'II not find us babes, tho' we all be 

in arms. 

Vea, faith and troth, 
I'm mov'd to wrath. 
Friend, lend me thy weapon, and I for one 

(Hum ! 
ill prove the old proverb, as ſure as a gun. 
(Hum!) 8 


ow tho? I'm a quaker, I don't quake for 
fear; (Hum) 

r a thouſand hot words will not four good 
beer; 

we firmly unite, we may laugh at their 
tricks, —(Hum!) . 

t us mind the old tale of the bundle of 
ſticks. 

In friendſhip's bande” 

Join heart and hands, 


o do: 
they'l 


* 


gad ſore)! 


trice: 


dom catch 


ohting * 


3 
turning! 
5 

Nz | alas . 


N 

Let the ſpirit of Engliſhmen move us all — 
(Hum !)— 

While the props are firm the old houſe cannot 


fall, (Hum!) * 


I'VE READ OF LOVE. 
Sung by Mr, Farvcet, 


h 12 read of Love, and all his tricks, 
That he doth gall with honey mix; 
But I'm a beaſt with heart of ſteel, 
That can no pain nor pleature feel, 
And let me {till unmov'd remain ; 
He wants no joy, that feels no pain, 
O, No! O, No! O, No! 
He want's no joy, who feels n pain. 


Fm blind alike to ſmile or tear; 
I eat, I drink, i fee and hear 
The merry ſongſters on the ſpray, 
While love- ick boys pine out each day, 
O lèt me {ti}! uninov'd remain; 
He wants no joy, that feels no pain. 
| O, N! O, No! O, No! 
He wants no joy, who feels no pain. 


My undiſturb' d repoſe I take, 
While 80 keeps all men awake: 


Ev 3 
While he with ſighs annoys each breaſt, 
1 ſing, and nightly take my reſt, 

So let me ftill unmov'd remain, 

He wants no joy, that feels no pain, 

O, No! O, No! O, No! "al 

He wants no joy, who feels no pain. 1.0 


THE MAID OF THE WOLD. 
Sung hy Mrs, Crouch. | 
IT) 


x5 ()® the maid of the Wold, how ſhe tra- 

vers'd the land, 

To court the rude touches of winter's chill 
hand ! 

he wind on her boſom blew bleak, 


and the ſnow fell in flakes on the 273 on her 
cheek. 


Drear, drear, was the proſpect —all clouded the 


73 
But the ſunſhine of liberty beam'd in her eye: 
he cried,” while the wet from her rin;;iets ſhe 


Lk day. 1 
refs d, 
m free as the blaſt that biene over my 
in. 1» 
5 breaſt ! 
weet Maid of the Wold, as unſhelter'd you 
ſtray, . 
wy n that blifs of the poormall the world for 


your way! 
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And a ſoldier ſhall e'er be my toaſt, 


E For them, and them only, I drudge, 
3 From r to place chearfully trudge, 


| Let ladies of rank and degree, 


[ 8 J 


If one penſive moment ſhould flit o'er your 1 


Drop a tear for a captive in N con- NR 
fin'd, 

(6 

THAT A CAMP IS MY GLORY AND 
BOAST, 

Sung by Mrs. Wallach, Let 

That a camp Is my glory and boaſt, n 

Believe me, I'm proud to allow ; 22 


A ſoldier, a ſoldier, I vow ! 


Waſh, iron, and work the day long; 


* 


make the brave fellows my fong. 


( Spoken; Ves, and while able C1 Rand at th 
—waſk»tub, or hold an iron in my hang, m 
ang, ſtrain mall be, 

n ier, a loldier, a a ſoldier, for mt 


To eaſe and ſoft indolence yield: 
How pleating, more pleaſing to me, 
Lis to follow the lads to the field | 


1 
our To guard Britiſh beauty at home, S 
N A ſoldier enliſts in the war; 


Right fearleſs and willing to roam, 
And proud to contend for a ſcar, 


(Speaks. J=And won't I rub, ſcrub, and do a- 

ny thing for the guardians of our country? „ 

AND Yes, that I will, and always fing - 2 
| O, a ſoldier, &c. i 


Let others ſoft ditties repeat, 
And tremble with womanith fear ; 


alt, To me, oh, how welcome and ſweet 
FY The morning tattoo in my ear 
\ camp, yes, a camp's my delight : 
And ſoldiers the pride of my heart : 
\nd when for Old England they fight, 
N Yes, yes, we will all bear a part. 
S I Speaks es, and I'll always ſing, | 
> 9 — 
. O, a ſoldier, & ü . 
Ong. e 
: £8 
Kand at i F $5 FRA F.. 
© PW: EW OI 
agg, al i OUR FOREFATHER'S TIMES, 
ers for Sung by Mr. Helme. 
N our forefather's times wolves infeſted the 
4 | land, 


» Id hideouſly prowling, il aich Wa 
\d l with fear, 
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Till Briton's bold hunters, at Nimrod's com- 
mand, | 

In chace hurl'd the jav'Iin, or brandith'd the 
ſpear, 

The vanquiſh'd deſpoilers their efforts appal, 

In ſafety the peaſant dares venture to roam, 

Like them thus we "l hunt down the tygers of 

Gaul, 

With hark forward tantivy, Voicks, Bri 

tons ſtrike home! 


duch 
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ritai! 
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The 


Our tars, ſea· born Numen, the chaſe ok 
eſſay, 
In purſuit of their game never halt or tale 


22 


breath, = 
id Till overtaken, the victim a while ſtands a Witt 
__ bay, 
3 Yields indignant, bright glory is in at the N 
41 death. 
= Ponce threatens her fierce beaſts of prey hall 
1 al, N 
| Ani etimſon'd with gore for new ſpoils li. 
=. ther roam : 
* Rouze, ſportſmen; we'll hunt down the tyger ry 
1 of Gaul, | 
* With hark forward, tantivy, Yoicks, BritolWo by 
[| ſtrike home ren 
| 


— RIG 
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ch ſport have we ſhewn them wherever the 
chaſe ; bw 
St. Vincent, Howe, Bridport, which e'er lead BY 
the way, | | 
appal, arren, Duncan, or Nelſon, their fate was 
roam, diſgrace, 7 
gers of Our 5 rode triumphant, 'twas theirs to 
| obey ! 
«$, Bri- Mritain's bull dogs, our tars, ſtill the blood - 
hounds appal, 
Tho' prowling, once more have they ven- 
tur'd to roam, 
babe. — But let one of our brave ſaltwater 
ſportſmen but fall in with them, and 
gain, boys, we'll hunt down the tygers of 
Gaul, 
With bark forward, tantivy, W Bri. 
tons ſtrike home. 


Com- 


1d the 


chaſe ol 
- or take 
ſtands 3 


in at the 


{hall 3 
282 BEAUS OF THE TOWN. 


ſpoils hi- | 
ſpoils | Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


the ty gen mother oft talk'd of the beaus of the 0 
: I town, : $1 | 
Ks, Bito by ſword knot, or bag, had ey zreat 
renown, | 


G 
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With powder, pomatum, and various pet. - 
fumes, 
You may ſcent out a beau, tho“ in different " 
| rooms. V. 
Well, to London I'm come, to fee theſe fn: 
elves ; 
But 1 find them fo alter'd they don't know No 
themſelves, 
Our beaus, for I find they retain ſtill tix Var 
name, | Va 


Take a different road to the temple of Fame. 


CHORUS, 


Pantaloons and ſhort ſtick, half boots, and hi 


coat, hro 
A neat colour'd handkerchief tied round ppc 
throat, | 
A ſcrubbing bruſh head, with check collarWad 1 
fine, I 
Marke the beaus, and the ſmarts of the) 
ninety-nine. | 


. 1 the days when my mother was airy 4 TW. 


5 young, 

Smart fellows, ſhe 5 danc'd, ogl'd, 

lung; 

They refs 0 too with care, our hearts to! 
pan; 

Were on tiptoe to pleaſe, "= all to a man; 
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6 Of? 

Now lounging and carelefs, it plainly appears, | 

That the ton is much alter'd within a few 
years; 

The famion of wiſhing to pleaſe is gone by; 

Not to pleaſe is the plan they ſucceſsfully try. 


15 pet- 
i ſferenm 


zeſe fine 


Now faſhion with no bright allurements be- 
tray 3 
Dur belles quite diſeuſted her vot'tjes ſurvey. 
Vhen the boſom of mY owns love's plea- 
ling pain, 
Tis for one of thoſe men who ſuch faſhions 
diſdain, 
ake the hiat, O ye men: to find grace in 
thoſe eyes; 
brow oft his Gileraceful poſtillien diſguiſe ; 
ppear like your fathers, like gentlemen 
move, 
ad like them be rewarded with beauty aud 
love. 


at kno 
ſtill The 


f U Ame. 


ts, and hil 
1 round i 
eck collar 


; of the) 


'TWAS DOWN IN THE MEADOWS. 
; Sung by Mr. Dignum. | 
, ogl'd | WAS down in the meadows of Somerſet - 


| hearts tol ſhire, 
\ blooming young maiden ſat under a tree; i 


to a man. bp G 2 


Was alt) 6 


1 36 3 

Sbe ſung, 1 delightfully liſtened to hear, 

Impatient to learn what her carrol might 8 

be, 

Her dreſs was milk white, and bright auburn 
her hair, 

And a ſweet little babe in her arms did! 

spy; 

| She kits'd it, the preſs'd it, and rocking her 
care, 

In ſtrains moſt endearing ſung huſh, huſhaly, 


Ar 


Her ſong and her manner ſo artleſs and ſet, 
1 look'd on or fancied as ſomething divine, 
Then ventured, but could not advance or fe. 


treat, 
And with'd both the nurſe and the baby D 
were mine, 
At length taking courage, I bade her goof Whe 
day, In 


Aſe*'d her name, and if married, withou 
knowing why 
She ſtarted, look d down, and Oh, no, Sr 
did ſay, 
Then ſung, deareſt creature, huſh, huſhaby 


At laſt ſhe confeſs'd, and it pleas'd me 

hear, 

The child was in no way to Molly allied; {WTo hit 

Then vow'd, and my offer was frank and it 
ceere, 

To make this fair e that momen 

Bride. 


[ * } 


"might She bluſh'd, yet her looks did ſuch ſweetneſs 


impart, 


auburn That yes, the dear yes, 1 could read in each 


eye; 


s did And truly I gave her my hand and my heart. 
While ſhe ſung, deareſt creature, her huſh, 


ing her .- huſhaby, 

huſhaby, | | | 
e ' EDWIN OF THE DAL. 
divine, 


e Or It 


Sung by Mijs Perry. 
the bad) 


her 800 When at my feet he told his tale, 
In yon ſweet flowery grove. 


„ withou His dreſs ſo neat, he ſmiled fo, 


lg 9m 1 Should fate ordain, I ne'er again, 


\, huſhad) Meet Edwin of the dale, 


»g me Wſho' parents frown upon the youth, 
on Forbid his ardent tale, : 
ty allied; Ne him I've vow'd eternal truth, 
8 and i Dear Edwin of the Dale. 
: G3 


14 momen 


Das Edwin pride of Havard Dale, 
Firſt taught my heart to love, 


But what will all avail; * 
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AT EARLY DAWN, 
Sung by Mrs. Bland. 
AT early dawn from humble cot 


Where dreams did ne'er with guilt af. 


fright, 
Poot Lima chearful at her lot 
To labour roſ: with true delight: 
And, as ſhe milk'd her gentle goats, 
Or at her diſtaff cloſe'y plied ; 
The lark and thruſh wich thrilling notes, 
Oft' to her woodbine window hied, 
Te wit, te wit good morrow, 
Poor and content can know no ſorrow, 


When ſhades of night o'erwhelm the plain, 
And dying embers fcarce wou'd glow, 
Poor Lima ſought her cot to gain, 
_ To ſleep which jpeace can only know: 
To give her wearied ſpirits ret, 
The nightingale in plaintive ſtrain 
Perch'd on che hawthorn near her reſt, 
Lull'd not to ſweet repoſe in vain, 
Te wit, te wit, te wit, good night, 
Poor and content mult dream delight, 


THE COTFAGE MAID. 


Y heart was light, my mind ſerene, 
No anguiſh e er portray'd, 


uilt af. 


ene; 
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My eloudleſs brow I ne'er had ſeen 
Annette the cottage maid, 


One ſummer's day ſhe met my view 
In native charms arrayed, 


Inſpir'd by love I nearer drew, 


And hail'd the cottage maid. 


I bold adyanc'd, ſhe turn'd ſurpriſed, 
To ſtop at firſt afraid: 

Since then each morn at dawn I've hied, 
To greet the cottage maid. | 


Shou'd Hymen favour our intent, 
As love for love's repaid, 

Each day we'll paſs with ſweet content, 
Dear lovely cottage maid. 


AWAY WITH MELANCHOLY. 


WAY with melancholy, 
Nor doleful changes ring, 

On life and human folly, 

But merrily merrily ng, fal la: 
Come on ye roſy hours, 

Gay ſmiling moments ſing, fal la: 
We'll ftrew the way with flowers - 

And merrily merrily ſing, fal la. 


G 4 


19] 
For what's the uſe of fighing, 


When time is on the wing, fal la; Ar 
For what's the uſe of fighing, 
W hen time is on the wing: W 
Can we prevent his flying, 1 
Then merrily merrily ſing, Bot 
Can we prevent his flying, 8. 
Then merrily merrily ing, fal la. WI 

= 


BRITISH TARS. 


E hearts of oak, who wiſh totry 
Your fortunes on the ſea, 
And Briton's enemies defy, 
Come enter here with me. ＋ 
There's five pound bounty, ] 
Two months pay and leave to go on ſhore, 
With pretty girls to kiſs and play, 
Con Britiſh tars with more. 


Our ſhip is ſtout and fails like wind 
To chaſe a hoſtile foe ; 

To fight like Britons we're inclin'd, 
We'll let the Monſieurs know: 

Our Captain's gen'rous, brave and good, 
Of grog we'll have good ſtore, 

Of prizes rich we'll ſweep the flood, 
Can Britiſh tars wiſh more. 


T1 * 1 


And when from driving Bourbon's fleet, ; 
Victorious we arrive, 
With muſic, dance, and jovial treat; 
To pleaſe our girls, we'll ftrive : 
Both Spaniſh filver, and French gold, 
We'll count it plenty o'er 
Which we have won, my ſhipmates _ 
Can Britiſh tars wiſh more, 


n 2 . 
— + ES alt: . aber > Et - 
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LL live no more ſingle but get me a wife, 
For a change, ſays poor Dick, is the com- $ 
ſhore, fort of lite; 3 
A wife he then got, and no mortal cou'd be, 


23 


„ 
7 


A few weeks after marriage more happy than 1 Fi 
he. N ti. 1 
But when children and ſqualling began to in- ö i 
creale, jt i 
nd a loud ſcolding doxy moleſted his peace; „ 
od, vim in my heart J was quit of my wife, 1 j | 
or a change, ſays poor Dick, is the comfort 9 
of lite. 1 
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WHEN WHISTLING WINDS. 7 
HEN whilſtling winds are heard 10 A 


blow 
In tempeſts o'er the earth, 
The ſeaman's oft' daſh'd to and fro, 
Vet cheerly takes his birth: 


And as he fearleſs mounts the ſhrouds, 8 
Awhile the veſſel [wings 
. Tho? ſkies are mantl'd o'er with clouds, 
The gallant ſailor fings : 8 
*Tis pretty Poll and honeſt Jack, Wh 
Muy girl and friend on ſhore, | nk 
Will hail me at returiung back, 
So let the billows roar, 
When bending o'er the rocking yard, 
While ſeas in mountains riſe, _ 3 
He takes a ſpell, however hard, Fl 
And danger e'er defies 5 7 
The ftorm once o'er, the gallant tar Big 
Lets fancy freely roam, 
And cho' from many a friend afar, rance 
He ſings of thoſe at home. Dr 
"Tis pietty Poll, &e. till rer 
On burning coaſts, or frozen ſea, Civ 
Alike in each extreme, 
The gallant ſailor's e'er at eaſe, | 11 PO 


And floats with fortune's ſtream; Drive 


ago He) 


183 
To love and friendſhip ever true, 
He ſteers life's courſe along, 
And whereſoe'er ſailing to, 
Fond hope elates his ſong. 
*Tis pretty Poll, ure. 


-d 40 


0 


SOVEREIGNS OF THE WATERY 
WORLD. | 


: OV*REIGNS of the. wat'ry world, 
Britons {1}; that right maintain; 
[When their conquering flag's unfurl's, 
Who dare trown upon tue main? 
Hence ye mad deluded ſlaves, 
Britiſh tars thall rule the waves. 


ark! the tritons ſound their ſhells, 
Britiſh valour to proclaim ; 
ep.une's ruffled boſom ſwells, 
Big with j * for Albion's Fame. 
| Hence, ye mad, &Cc. 


rance ſubmiſſive to her tate, 

Drooping, pining, feels the blow 

till renew'd, with dreadful weight 

Giv'n her grſt by conquering Howe ! 
Hence, ye mad, &c. 


40. 


brox r! gives the pond'rous ſtroke 
mz Drives the Daſtards from the ſea 
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And amidft thunder, fire and ſmoke, 8 
Darts upon his conquer'd prey. 
| Hence, ye mad, &c. B 
Down their tri-ſtain'd flags they haul! 
: T 
Now each Briton glory ſhares 3 
Gallic pride once more does fall, 7 Pl 


Humbled by brave Britiſh tars. 
Hence, ye mad, deluded ſlaves, 


Britiſh tars ſhall rule the waves ! An 

] 

| Wi 

COLLINS' SALLY. 1 

Sung by Mr. Collins, Wh 

f Had, bard who glows with Grub-ftreet fir V 

II In Sally's praiſe profuſe is; * 
T. 


But know the Sally that I admire, 
"Tis wit alone produces: 

Sweet ſprightly ſylph, 'tis thee I mean, 
Then Rand not ſhilly ſhally, 

But as thou art my fancy's queen, 
Ne'er let me want a Sally. 


"Tis true, we're told, in proſe or rhyme, 
A wit is but a feather ; | 
But let me lightly mount ſublime, 
A ruſh for wind or weather ; 
For like the lark I'll ſoar and ſing, 
While from the ſordid valley yy 
The grov'ling earth-worm ne'er takes wii! 
Nor e er enjoys a Sally. 


t- 951 

$allies of wit, where wiſdom rules, 

Are gladſome, gameſome gay things; 

But choſe who ſport with pointed tools, 
Should handle well their play-things ; 


Then haply when the ftroke offends, 1 
No longer prone to rally; 15 
I' flence keep to keep my friends, 1 f 
And check the ſportive Sally, 145 
And as old time ſpeeds on apace, | 1 
His ſport and prey to make us, | 4 


With haſty ſteps, and hot-foot chace, 


r 1 F 5. 7 
r 


Determin'd to o' ertake us: 13 
When from the ſally- port of life 4.9 888 
; fu We ruth to cloſe life's tally, 11 bl 
treet ne Releas'd from cank' ring care and ſtrife, 1 
Trium _ be our Sally, 49 
bet * 
an, | | * 
NO HARM TO KNOW IT. 5 
R 11 fs 
P fain aſk a this, but in ſteps a that, 1 7 27's 
Ah! why did you, truant, wy from me j | 
me £05 1 þ Wo 
© rg et not that I'm curious, but merely for chat, 1 by 
| Tis only no harm to know it, you know. 148 
* | | Ng. + 
hat lady detain'd you? I'm ſure ſhe was i} 4! 
* fair, 7 
a Much taller * J , perhaps full as 
| low ; 3 : 
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No buſineſs of mine tis what colour her Lif 


hair Ple 
"Tis only no harm to know it, you know. Th 
Pray, was ſhe demure ? or coquetiſhly gay? 1 
Ihe voice of a eherub, or may be ſo, ſo? W. 
Her eyes — I don't aſk whether hazle or grey, Ot) 
* Vis only no harm to know it, you know, Lik 
But one thing, O, tell me ! no more then im- Pro 
part, 9 Ane 
Did'ſt give her what was not your own to 
beſtow ? | | 
Tho? ſure you'd not venture to give her your L 
heart, | 
*Tis only no harm to know it, you know. '£ 
8 Back 
ANACREONTIC. W 
IVE me wine — no more I'll think, fe 
| But gaily laugh and deeply think 1 
While truth and beauty, dancing round, | 85 
Strew their flow'rs upon the ground; 8 
And liſt'ning to my jovial lays, Whil 


Join in chorus to thy praiſe, 

What tho' daily 1 grew old, 

My liquor ſtill keeps out the cold; _ 
What though quench'd my am'rous fire, 


Beauty ſtill my verſe inſpire, i 
Croud around, ye girls and boys, Like 
Liſten to my long paſs'd os 10 


** 


re, 


E 


Liſten, while I pleaſed relate, 

Pleaſures paſt the reach of fate; 

Then, while on my eager tongue, 
Attention waits the whole day long, 

] like the Phenix, ſhall expire; 
While from aut the ſacred fire, 

Others riſe of firmer wing, 

Like their parent drink and fing, 
Prolong ſweet pleaſure's baſking reign, 
And live and die, and live again! 


LET THE TOAST BE LOVE AND 


BEAUTY. 


13 the toaſt be love and beauty, 
While we quaft the gen'rous wine; 
Bacchus calls us to our duty, 
Where's the wretch that dare repine? 
Life we know's a ſcene of trouble, LY 
Jolly meſſmates, ne'er deſpair 3 
We can prove the world a bubble, 
Sailing on the ſeas of care. 


While to windward we are plying, 
Strictly here“ Life's compaſs view; 
And the ſhiv'ring topſails flying, 
Bid yon craggy ſhore adieu 
Pleaſing gales around us veering, 
While on board the Good Intent”? 
Like true ſeamen, wiſely deen 
To the“ Harbour of Fontenty 
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Gaily failing on the ocean, 

Fill, brave boys, the flowing can 
Trim the ſails, obferve their motion, 
Fame and honour lead the van, 
Let your pilot be diſcretion, 

While the raging billows roar 
Providence by interceſſion, 

Lands us ſafely on the ſhore. 


MY POOR LITTLE HEART. 


5 often been told of the anguiſh of lov”, 

I Arm'd with caution againſt Cupid's dart; 

If it e*er ſhould be mine the ſtrange paſſion to 
prove, 


Lack a daiſy -n poor little heart. 


But i 


Lac 


There is a young ſhepherd I own, when we 
meet | | 
I'm ſo bleſt | tho? I figh when we part! 
To be ſure this never can be love *tis ſo 
- ſweet, > | 
Lack a daiſy, &c, 


He 3 a ſtraw hat at the fair t'othet 
day, . 

Set of with pink ribbons ſo ſmart, ben fe 

And he gave it to me in a manner ſo gay, 


Lack a daiſy my poor little heart: 
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Bat a kiſs in return he expected to get; 
1 vow'd from a kiſs I'd not part, 
But he ſomehow obtain'd one, and when odr 
lips met, 
Lack a daify—my poor little heart. 


I vow if its love that I feel for the ſwain, 
Love, ye virgins, indeed has no ſmart, 

And, oh! if the lad he ſhould love me again, 
Lack a daiſy, my poor little heart; 

0 dear, 1 if, he ſhould, he'll be aſking to wed, 
Tho' I'm in no haſte, for my part, 

ov, Mot if he ſhould aſk, I may fomehow be led, 

dart; Lack a daify- my poor little heart. 


{on 9 


THE TOPSAILS FILL. 


THE topſails fill, the waving bark un- 
L moors, 


9 


hen we 


rt! dieu, dear Ile, I fly thy native ſhores, 
e lis ſo {here oft, alas! attention fondly trove, 
| Delia's heart to trace her Henry's love, 
0, gentle gale, ah! waft my parting ſighs, 
r tothet Weught with the anguiſſr of a heart that dies 3 
jeathe all the ſorrows of a ſad adieu; 
ben ſwiftly ſpeed me from 4m ſyren's views. 
gay H 
to | 


* Y ;* 
8 * 
. * 
5 - & 
©.A had 

" . 
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And thon, ſweet ſouther, whoſe reſponſive 9 
ſtrain, 
Returns each ſigh, and echoes every pain, 
O bear this poignant pang, theſe pangs of wild 
deſpair, 
And ſoftly ſigh them to the cruel fair. 


- BRITONS! NOW REJOICE TOGE. 
- THER. 


D RITONS! now rcjoice together, 
We have drubb'd thoſe Gallic knaves: 
Our ſailors, fear'd not wind nor weather, 


Nor the boiſt'rous roaring waves. S/ 
CHORUS. FE 

Rule! Britannia rule the main, F 
Our hearty-tars our rights maintain, he n 
Full thirteen ſail were ſunk and ta'en, Th 


All nations this can tell ; 
The reſt retreated from the main, 
Brave Nelſon bore the bell. 
Rule! Britannia, &c. 


See, over half the peopled ball, 
Britannia's armies ſtride; 
And proudly on her briny wall, 
Her flcets triumphant ride. 

Rule? Artemis, &c. 
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Then what have Engliſhmen to fear, 
Whilſt we've ſuch lads as theſe 

They keep us from invaſion clear, 
We're maſters of the ſea, 

Rule ! Britannia, &c. 


Hail! brave Nelſon, till victorious, 


See the navies fly before us, 
Hail great George's happy reign. 
Rule! Britannia, &c. 


wes: 


1 SAY HARRIET LOVELY CHARMER 
SAY. 
AY Harriet lovely charmer ſay, 
When will thou deign to bleſs, 
he man on whom thy ſmiles beſtow 
A The greateſt happineſs, 


Then wou'd I cull the ſweeteſt flow'rs, 
To deck my fair one's breait 

Ind happy then wou'd paſs my hours 
Of Harriet poſſeſt. 


ong have thoſe eyes enſlav'd my heart, 
Thoſe eyes which charm divine: 

nd long that conſtant heart he wiſn'd 
10 join itſelf to thine. 
H 2 


O'er the fleets of France and Spain; \ 


10 


Each day more dear as time paſs'd on, 
Unnumber'd joys we'd prove; 

Then wou'd my charming Harriet know, 
That I deſerv'd her love. 


GLEE, 
Tune Gloricus Apoilo,"? 


ODDESS of freedom! from on high be- 
holds us, 
While thus to thee we dedicate our lays! 
Long in thy cauſe hath principle enroll'd us, 
Here to thy name a monument we raiſe. 
Thus then combining, heart and voice join- 
ing, 

Sing we in harmony to freedom's praiſe. 


Here ev'ry gen'rous ſentiment awaking, 

Zeal that inſpir'd our patriots of yore: | 
Each pledge of freedom giving and L () 
Join we our bleeding country to reſtore. 


Thus then combining, heart and voice Joining 2 
Send the ſhout of Liberty from ſhore ! . 

| hore. | Neare 

Swe 

Pity's 

DRINKING SONG. 10 


CF the bowl we'll laugh and ſing, In that 
Melancholy hence away 


* 
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Ring, *tis almoſt empty, — ring; 
Fill it, Jandlord, let's be gay. 

Wake, ye genial ſons of mirth, 
Now's the time to baffle care; 

Tho' we're mortals now on earth, 
Let us fancy heaven here, 


Happineſs we all purſue, 
Where is more than dwells in wine? 
zh be- Each full bumper gives a new 
| Pleaſure to the theme divine : 


ys! Why ſhould wealth or care perplex us, 
Jus, Both alike to us were ſent, 

iſe. Women too will often vex us, 

ce join- Wine alone will give content. 

"E THE DEATH OF CRAZY [ANE. 
re: 02 the gloomy woods reſounding, 
takings Far, far from the joyleſs vale, 

Kore Deep the heavy death- bell ſounding, 


e joining; Tolls a luckleſs maiden's knell! 
ſhore | 
Nearer, on the low wind floating, 
Sweetly flows the tuneful ſtrain; 
Pity's choir the dirge devoting 
To the ſhade of Crazy Jane. 


ings In that grove, where erſt her ditty, | 
Wild and loyd che mourner rais d. 


* 
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While the virgins, mov'd with pity, 


1 
Wept to find poor Jane was craz'd 3 8 
In that grove, in plaintive numbers, 7 
Slowly falls the ſolemn ſtrain, F 
Where the hapleſs maiden ſlumbers, 
There in peace refts Crazy Jane. 
In that grove where Henry left her, 
Bleeding with love's cruel ſmart, 
When deſpair of ſenſe bereft her, He 
When affliction broke her heart: 
2 | 255 An 
In that grove forbear to languiſh, : 
Gentle virgins ceaſe the ſtrain— Tre 
Death has 1ull'd from grief and anguiſh, 8 
Love's fad victim Crazy Jane. Ani 
| | E 


THE RICHMOND PRIMROSE GIRL. 
Sung by Mr. Tncledon, 


1 7 bowery Richmond, Thames" aide 
| Dwelt Ellen when her father died: 

One ſnowy night he loſt his way, 
And never more beheld the day; 
Tuo infant boys around her mother clung, T 
And kindred grief the heart of Ellen wrung 


Upon the earth her eyes ſhe threw, 
The flow'rets wild before her grew; 


E 10 


Thoſe gifts by bounteous nature ſpread, 
She gather'd, to procure them bread, 
And thro' the hollow founding ſtreets, 

By few reliev'd, but jeer'd by many, 
Her cry each morning ſhe repeats, 

Primroſes, primroſes, primroſes, two bunck- 

es a- penny, 
Primroſes, two bunches a- penny. 


Her penſive way I've ſeen her keep, 
With anxious ſtep from door to door, 
And oft I've turn'd alide to weep, | 
And mourn'd that fortune made me poor; 
Ere early light adorns the {ky, 
She roves the heath and valley fenny, 
| And towards proud London haſtes to cry— 
Primroſes, primroſes, primroſes, two bunches 
| a-penny. 
JRL. Primroſes, two bunches a- penny. 


1 pride; 


R Songs in the Opera of Z elida. 
ed: 0 


SADI THE MOOR, 


HE trees ſeem'd to fade, as the dear fpot 
I'm viewing, 
My eyes fill with tears as I look at the 
door ; 


lung; 
wrung ; 


Wa. 
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And fee the lov'd Cottage all finking in ruin, 


The Cottage of Peace and Sadi the Moor. 15 

Poor Sadi was merciful, honeſt and chearly, Thi 
is friends were his life, for he valued them 

dearly, | He | 

And his ſweet dark-ey'd Zelda, he lov'd her | 

fincerely— 1 


Hard was the fate of poor Sadi the Moor. 


As Sadi was toiling, his Zelda was near him, 
His children were ſmiling and prattling be- 
fore, 
When the pirates appear, from his trus- lote 
they tear him, 
And drag to the veſſel poor Sadi the Moor. 
The forlorn one ray'd loudly, her loſt huſbaul 
ſeeking, 
His children, and friends, at a diſtance, were 
ſhrieking, 
Poor Sadi cited out, while his ſad heart Was 
breaking, 
Pity the ſorrows of Sadi the Moor. 


In ſpite of his plaint, to the Galley they bore 
him, 
His Zelda and children, to mourn and de- 
plore, 
At morn from his feveriſn ſlumbers they tore 
him, 


And with blows ply treated poor Sadi tag 
| *. 


T7 J 
uin, kt night up aloft while the ſtill Moon was 
or. clouding, _. 

ly, The thought of his babes on his wretched ming 


them crowding, 
Re heav'd a laſt ſigh, and fell dead from che 


*d her ſhrouding, 
1 The ſea was the grave of poor Sadi the. 
. Moor. 
| him, 
ing be · 


FAIR OVIA WAS THE SWEETEST 
MAID. 


ue-love 


Moor. AIR Ovia was the ſweeteſt maid, 
huſbaud She bluſh'd like op'ning morn, 

er ſparking eyes were like the dews 
ce, wele That deck the ſpangled thorn. 

it every tale of ſorrow told, 
art was With tears fair Ovia figh'd ; 

nd yet a prey to tyrant power, 
3 Poor Ovia wept and dy'd. 
hey bore 191'd her with a flame ſincere, 

: Which time covld nc'er decay ; 
| and de- Mer parents to a diſt ant land 
Bore Ovia far away. 

they tote e watch'd each white ſail on a the waye, 

No hope ſhe there deſcry'd, 
ir Sadi theffot finking on the barren ſands, 


Poor OH wept and dy'ds 


And have left poor Sabina their ſufferings to 
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; In 
MY LOv'D PARENTS ARE Cone. ill 
: Sung by Mis Waters. oY 
V lov'd parents are gone—alas, ne'er w £1 
return, 


mourn ; 

All my friends are diſperſed, and 1 comforilc 
| roam, 

Here a ſtranger to a}l—without money d 
home : 

Eſcap'd from a nation who wiſh'd to en{lais a 

her, 
A poor little Emigree ſues for your favour. Wi Far 


Once encompaſied by pleaſure, and cheer'd b 
| content, he g 
O' er the ſmooth path of innocence joyful Will 
went ; 

In our manſion of peace, my fond parents to he de 
bleſt, In w 
Entwin'd wreaths of delight to encircle m beth 
breaſt. . 
Eſcap'd, &c. To 
Now no parent, no friend, no country, 1 P 
home er voie 


All loſt to Sabina —full cheerleſs I roam: ne 


[ 199 ] 


In 5 Land of fair Freedom I look for ke: 
mile, 


Which can ſoften diſtreſs, and my forrown be- 
guile. 
Eſcap'd from a nation, &c. &c. 


NE. 


je er td 


ings d | 
ONQUEST OF ABRAHAM NEWLAND. 
PHE attr action I fing, from peaſant to king, 


nfor tlek 


oney 1 Thro' country, thro? city, and thro” 
land, 
o en a ſubject of old, with both coward and 
bold, 


Far ſuperior to Abraham Newland, 
O Abraham Newland ! 
heer'd ! Notified Abraham Newland! ſeyes, 
le girl that we prize, with a pair of black 
joy ful Will prove fatal to Abraham Newland. 


favouts 


he delicate air, with the charms of the fair, 
In whatever country you may land, 
hetaer Chriſtian or Jew, at the very fuft 
view, 
Will take place of an Aue Newland, 
O Abraham Newland! 
Diſcomfited Abraham Newland ! | 
er voice that's ſo ſweet, and her perſon fs 
neat, | 
Are deſtruction to Abraham Newland, 


rents U0 


\circle m 


zuntry, 


> | roam 
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Tho' moſt are inclin'd to think Juſtice iy 
| blind, 
Pet lawyers can very wel! view land; 
For a lawyer can ſee (like my neighbour ant 
„„ + 
A ſuperior to Abraham Newland ; 
O Abraham Newland : 
Ridiculous Abraham Newland ! 
The girl of the heart, without guile, without 
art, 
Is a death ſtroke to Abraham Newland, 


Wha 
Co 


ou | 
0 on 
0 on 
ngra 
hen 

ow I 


Even courtiers in place, and patriots in chace, 
May as locuſts both cover and ſtrew land; 
Yet, forgetting all care, they retire to ths 
fair, 
Never thinking of Abraham Newland 
O Abraham Newland ! 
Wonderful Avraham Newland ! 
How they loll at their eaſe with the laſs thi 
will pleaſe, 
And then ſcotf at poor Abraham Newlatd, 


b re 
be cl 
b, ha 
as t 
Ou We 
ſigh 
e ſwo 


Fa 


d grie 
nan 
hen b 
| to 1 


Eyen Abraham himſelf, in ſpite of his pell. 
If the French or the Dutch ever do land, 
"Would let the Bank paſs in protecting! 
laſs, 
Never caring for Abraham Newland ; 
O Abraham Newland ! 
Magnanimous Abraham Newland ! 


© 


n 

Rice i What tri-colour'd elf, or what Devil himſelf, 
Coule thus conquer bold Abraham New- 

bour and a 

THE CONFESSION. 


Favourite Cangonet. 


IT H ſorrow and repentance true, 
Father, I trembling come to you 


land. ſou know I ve too induigent been, 
0 one, but ah! forgive the fin— 
in cha Bi one whom ſtill 1 love, tho' he 
W land; ngrateful prove, and falſe to me ? 
ire to tienen let me on my knees confeſs, 
ow I've been tempted to tranſgreſs. 
viand ; 
b, reverend Father, if you knew, 
11 be charms of him, alas ! untrue ; 
1c laſs tha, had you heard the falſe one ſwear, 
as the faireſt of the fair— 
New lard. eu would not, holy Sir, refuſe, 
Wight a weakneſs to excuſe; 
his pelf. e ſwore he'd never love me leſs, 
do land, , Father, muſt I then confeſs ? 
ztecting b 
grief, eternal grief a prey, 
ds 5 name is all my heart can ſay, 


hen bath'd in ſad repentant tears, 


land ! to my mind his name appears. 


* 


| i 
ves, 'tis that name, that name alone, 
Which bends me now before thy throne 
Alcandor but I can't expreſs— 

Oh, Father, muſt I then confeſs ? 


O tell him, ſhould he come to you, 

And thus, like me, for mercy ſue— 
Tell him, of all the crimes accurſt 

Tell him, Inconſtancy's the worſt !— 

Tell him that he who's falſe in love, 

Can ne'er hope pity from above. 

Tell him that [ alone can bleſs, 

And ſend him to me to confeſs. 


COME, MY FRIENDS BE MERRY, 
OME, come, my friends, be merry, 
And jocund let us fing— 
Come, come, my friends be merry, 
know no better thing; 
We are not Whigs nor Tories, 
For fact ions we deſpiſe, 
1 hate ſuch tedious ſtories, 
A jovial heart I prize. 
Come, come, &c, 


"Tis wine that friendſhip mellows, 
And truth within it rolls— 
Then drink, my hearty fellows, 
E'en gods love flowing bowls, 


: E249 "7 


he goblet fill—be jolly, 

For as the glaſs goes round, 

way flies melancholy, 

And grief no more is found, 
Come, come, &c. 


ad let it now be granted 
That here no diſcord mix, 
ut love and friendſhip planted, 
Within our hearts may fix. 
way we'll drive dull ſorrow, 
With mirth we'll fill the place, 
his night from care we'}l borrow, 
And baniſh all his race. 
Come, come, &c. 


RY. 


try, 


ADIEU MY FAIR. 
A Favourite Ballad, comfoſed by E. Bailey. 
\ DIEU, my fair! this hapleſs day 
J Tears me from all my joys away, 
Remov'd from love and thee | 
no knows (O cauſe of all my pain) 


thou wilt hear me once complain, 
Or loſe one thought on me. 


fancied ſcenes the happy ſpot, 
gere thou and bliſs were once my lot, 


My cheerful mind ſhall ſee: 
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A thouſand thoughts ſhall wake my painy 
But who can tell if thou wilt deign 
To tix one thought on me. 


Vet till my Damon's only aim 
Is a pure, gen'rous, mutual flame, 
Ah! what his pain muſt be, 
Think what he feels at this farewell, 
Yet, deareſt maid, ah! who can tell, 
If &er thou'lt think on me. 


T WAS IN THE SOLEMN MIDNIGHT 
| HOUR. 
Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


of bag in the ſolemn midnight hour, 
When all was dark around; 

When planets ſtrike, and ſpells have pow'r, 
, And mandrakes cleave the ground: 

F heard a voice as from a tomb, 

Phe bell then beating one 

Adieu, it cried, I meet my doom, 

My life's laſt ſand is run. 


Twas William's voice, twas William! 
form, : 
Wet from his wat*ry grave; 
I fink, he cry'd, beneath the ftorm; 
1 ſleep beneath the wave; 
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Starting I riſe and ſnatch my gown, 
And haſten to the ſhore ; 

] fee the gallant ſhip go down, 

But fee my love no more, 


AT LUCY's DOOR WAS COLIN 
SEEN. 


T Lucy's door was Colin feen, | 
He knock'd, and aſk'd, ** is none with- 
in?“ 
4 Tis Colin calls, haſte gentle maid:“ 
he came, and No, ſhe ſaid, 


1GHT 


He figh'd and ſued in piteous plight, 

No, No,“ ſhe cries, 1 die with fright! 
Tis late, 'tis dark—1'm all alone, 

It muſt not be—Begone !“ 


our, 


pow r, 
E 


Verwhelm'd with grief, he moves away, 
low liſts, now hears her turn the key, 

nd ſoftly cry, A moment, come, 

One word, then ſpeed thee home.“ 


th prying wiſh the neighbours burn, 
nd watch and wait the youth's return; 
ad true, he came, but not tit! day 
ty laugh'd— be funk away} 


1 


William! 
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GRANT ME HER FOR WHOM 1 
_ SIGH. 
Sung by Mr. Kel'y. 


RANT me her for whom I ſigh, 

| In love's ſequeſter'c bowers, 
Full ſwiftly would the minutes fly, 

Full ſmoothly glide the hours. 
But tear the dear-lov'd maid awav, 

Then anxious thoughts the ſoul engage; 
While every minute ſeems a day, 

And ev'ry hout—a2 age 


Give me all thou canft beſtow, 
Young god of fond deſire 
If hoary time move ſwift or flow, 
I ſeek not to inquire. 
Ah ! days of bliſs, ye lightly paſs! 
Yet oft when time would turn his hand, 
If lovers tears have damp'd his glaſs, 
How heavy runs the ſand |! 


— To ſe 
5 5 Pon {þ 
THE IRISH SHIP BUILDER. Win 


Seng by Mr. Macartney, in the Volcano. 


IV the mode! I'm bringing before ye, 
If here you'll be raking a trip; 


1 
I'll juſt ſhew you Britain's own glory 
+ Made out in the ſhape ef a hip. 
'Tis the thing that preſerves all our treaſure, 
Makes all our oppoſers afraid, 
Brings riches, and honour, and pleaſure, 
And ſwimingly carries on trade, 
Wid my ſmalliloo, &c. 


The lad who firſt ſet them a going 
Deſerv'd all the world for his pains, 

His ſtomach wid ſenſe it was flowing, 
His hat cover'd plenty of brains. 

For before theſe ſame ſhips were invented, 
The water was all at a ſtand, | 

and iſlands at ſea were coaten:ed 
To viſit each other by land, 

Wid my, &c. 


ge 3 


hen England began to be building, 

And likewiſe dear Ireland alſo, _ 

uch pitching and painting, and gilding, 

No mortal ſure never did know. 

dy my ſoul it made great alteration, 

To fee the folks how they did fail 

pon ſhips between each of the nations, 

Pm told it quite knock'd up the mail. 
Wid my, &c. 


Built ſhips, rafts, and flat-bottom'd boats, 
I 2 


hen the Frenchmen, the devil receive em, 


1 


And ſwore, tho' no ſoul would believe em, 
They'll come, and be cutting our throats, 80 
Howe, Duncan, St. Vincent, and Nelſon 
Went over to quiet the fuſs, 
And convinc'd the Mounſeers pretty ad 
foon, 
They only were building for us, 
Wid my, &c. 


THE FISHERMAN. 
Tone — 71e Waterman, 


AM, d'vye ſee, a fiſherman, 
And fear no wind or weather, 
While Mate and I, 
Our tackle try, 
And friendly haul together : 
When o'er the beech high breakers daſh, 
We fearleſs keep afloat: 
And cheek by jowl, 
Contented troll, Hz. 
Where fiſh are to be caught: 
Well fenc'd within, our boſoms light, 
Full readily we go; 
And ſtill when ſtormy dangers preſs, 
No men alive mind danger leſs, 
Than J and my partner Joe. 


Su g. 


laſhs 


ty 
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Some dread the winds, and ſome the wav et, 
*Tis all an idle notion; | 
More cruel foes, 
No ſeaman knows, 
Than thoſe which ſkirt the ocean: 
When winds and waves the veſſel ſpare, 
Fell rocks and ſands devour, 
And worſe than they, 
Like veaſts of prey, 
Oft landſmen prowl the ſhore z 
But ſhould we live on fad diſtreſs, 
Like ſavage lubbers? No: 
And o' er the deck when dangers preſs, 
No men alive mind plunder leſs, 
Than I and my partner joe. 


KISS AND TI-TAL-LARY. 
Sung by Mr. Wallach, &c. 


Hz.—— { NOME my charming dear, 
'Tis a lover's ditty, 
When we wed, my dear, 
Shan't we then ſo pretty - 
Ti-ti-ti-tol-lol, kiſs and ti · tal 
lary? [5 9s 


Sur. — But ſhou'd you prove falſe, 
Aye, and leave me ever, 
As 1 3 | 


E 
Then I fear, my love, 


We ſhou'd, ah, no never, 
Ti-ti-ti-tol-lol, &c. 


HE. II prove falſe to you; 


What, my dearce, harm her! 


Blow me if I do— 
But we will, my charmer, 
Tis⸗-ti-ti-tol-lol, &c. 


SHE,——Now my heart's as light, 
Aye, as any feather; 


<> 


HE.——And by day and night, 
We will both together, 
Ti-ti-ti-tol-lol, &c. 


Hz,——Come now, gie's a buſs, 
Sure, too long we've tarried; 


Sux.— Aye, ſo much the worſe, 
Come, let us be married, 
And ti-ti-ti-tol-lol, &c, 


HENRY AND ROSA. 


og Sung by Mrs. Jerdan, in the Secret. 


| MA roſe the god of day, 

"WMP in von bright burniſh'd ſky, 

Old Ocean kindled at the ray, 
And heav'd himſelf oh nigh ; 


T] 


YT 
0 


[. 7-3 
On the deck Henry ſtood, 
To view the ſwelling tide, 
Ah—no——Henry—no! 
He thought not of tne flood, 
was Rola by his fide. 


1 Now foitly ſunk the ſetting ſun, 
| Beneath his wat'ry bed, 
The evening watch was huſh'd and done, 
'The pilot hung his head, | 
On the deck Roſa aid, 
To view the waters glide, 
Ah—no—Rofa—no! 
Such thought ne'er touch'd the maid, 
'Twas Henry by her ſide. 
MY SPIRITS ARE MOUNTING. 
p Y ſpirits are mounting, my heart's full 
; of glce, | 
Sweet hope like a roſe on my bumper I ſee; 
BZ My cares are all colour'd with joy as they 
aſs, 
And my foul 1 is all ſunſhine when lit by my 
glaſs. 
Fal de ral, c. 
et. 


Away from my view fly the world and its 


ſtrife, | | 
The banquet of fancy” s the feaſt of molite; 
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7 
All love's melting encegies fink in my foul, Ml 2 
And the fountain of bliſs is let looſe in my Tho 
bowl. | 
; Fal de ral, &c, "PO 
. You aſk why I drin, and may reaſon ig ok, 
plain, 
Te gild with bright colours life's ria 
again; | Then 
Foam the cold track of care my warm neat 
| $9 remove, Whodc 
A cevel tranſported with nature and love. 1 
Fal de ral, &c. In foci 
And 1 
To the fairer I fill, to the fairer I think, 1 
Mine is not 2 clay that grows muddy with 
drink ; 


The bubbles that riſe in gay colours are dreſt, 
And love's the ſoft ſediment lies at my breaſt- 
Fal de ral, &c. 


My fpicits in burſts of wild ſympathy fart, | 

And friendſhip's kind current flows pure from Whi 
my heart; 

And grdour fo ſocial ennobles each thought, 

Aud I curle the cold maxims dame prudence 
' has taught. 


7 i 
= 
, 
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Fal de ral, &c. 
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What fay ſoothing Gods! when thou . 8 
to my view 


ny Thoſe ſcenes of wild ſoftneſs my boſom once 
knew ; 
I zaze as fond Memory's viſion goes by, 
# And double the blits, tho* the tear's In my 
" eye. 


Fal de ral, &c. 


Then give me, great Gods, but a friend with 
my wine, 

Whoſe heart kas been heated and ſoften'd like 
mine; | 

ln ſocial eſfu ons we'll cheriſh each ſoul, 

And ſhare the wild magic that lics in the 

; bowl. 


with Fal de ral, &«, 
ereſt, | 
realt. . TO MARY. 

HE dream that chear'd my ſuftering 
rt, Hours, © 
from Which whiſper'd ſuch ſweet hope to me, wn 


$ fled for ever trom my cyes— 
I wake to miſery ! 


0k! and is all fo ſoon forgot ? 

Muft love thus periſh in its youth ? * 
Vhere is the vow you lately gave A, 
Ot everlaſting truth ? oy 


* 


＋ 


1 


The flow'rs that Spring invites to bloom Oh! 
| Are ſweet—but ſoon, alas ! decay. | Fo 
E The cloud that decks the Summer morn, T will 

Soon vaniſheth away! 
J The drops which hang upon the flow'rs * 


| Are beauteous-—bur deceitful prove: Wh 
The lighteſt breath can ſhake them off = El 
And ſuch is Mary's love. 


Had'ſt thou been true, I could have borne 
The heaviett ills that round me wait; 
But I ſhall ſhrink before the ſtorm, 


For now l'm deſolate ! T Had 

Why did you ſuFer me to think Tt u 
F love, of beauty, and of joy? N 

0 ove, Y, j ** When 


Since you could raiſe theſe tender thoughts, | 
} 1 f 3 
Ah! why, thoſe thoughts dettroy Wl And 


Send not fair Hope again to me, 
My heart will not be twice deceiv'd; 


My m 


] 
For tho' the tries her every charm, Her 
f She will not be believ'd ! $ 1 4 
- 
What then remains? Now thou art gone, 3 


There's nought in life I with to have; 


8 MWMhere can I look again for peace? dardinia 
3 1 look towards the grave! Were 


* 
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_ Oh! © ſweet Roſe of May,“ no more 
For me, for others thou wilt bloom 
I will not aſk of thee to drop 


1, d 
One bloſſom o'er my tomb, 
R No—may the brighteſt Summer ſuns 
; On.thee their kindeſt influence ſhed ! = 
3 When 1, poor outcaſt, ſhall become 8 
| Forgotten with the dead ! 
rne 
3 A NEW POLITICAL DANCE. 
Had knock'd my laſt pipe out, and ſtept 
L into bed, 
It was twelve, or at leaſt pretty near, 
When the ftrangeſt conceits ſound their way 
he, to my head, 
Jettroy: And thus Fancy began her career, 
My mind all the day had been thinking o 


3 France, 
Her fleets, and her armies on ſhore; ; 


4 So 1 dreamt that all nations ſtood up for a 
dance, 
My Such a dance as was ne'er ſcen before. 
ve 3 
dardinia, Germany, Pruſſia, and Spain, 4 : 
e! Were the foremoſt who jigg'd it away ;- 1 
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Then England ſtood up—bid em play a bold 


ſtrain, 
And with Holland they all danc'd the 
hey. 
Thus Join'd hand in | hand; they all danc'd in 
a ring, 


France caper'd and kick'd in the middle; 
But ſo quick were their tunes that they ſnapt 


ev'ry firing, 
And broke down the bridge of the fiddle, 


The" the fi-ure was chang'd, they ſtill flouriſh 
their toes, 
Ine'er ſaw ſuch work at a ball ! 
France took out her ſnuff- box, and turn'd up 


her noſe, 
Saying—““ Here's face to Face with you 
all!“ Th 
Then ſhe jump'*d © 14 ſhe footed, and friſk' 
it to 1 Ille, Then 


She there danc'd the bet, I muſt own; 
All the company ſaid ““ ſhe advanced in go. My 
ſtyle!" | France 
But again ſhe fell back at Toulon. | 
Sten dancing muſt harraſs poor mortals 9 Ane 


death, 

remark' d how each ftrove for renown; Then | 
Bf: Hein declar'd the was quite out cl Wh 
reath * 
Aud, without aſking leave, ſhe ſat down, 


| 


=. 
— 
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Peor Pruſſia fatigued, was the next to begin 


| bold A propofal to finiſh the rout ; 


4- the But Spain ſtarting back fad e It Pruſſia g | 
gives in, (8 a 
J am fure it 15 time to give out! © | j 
nc'd in b Hf, N | 
[ereamt there muſt now be an end to the 7 "0A 
die; fin, Ko 
V ſnapt And that no other feats would be ſhewn ; 1 ad 
For at length other dancers fell off one by F004 | 
ddle, one, „„ 
Iourifh And left England and France all alone, * 1. 
our A Il 
But again they went at it—each eried “ play... e 
away” — e 


rn'd up Come, Fiddlers, ſtrike up to ſome tune} ; 

As to England, her ſtep was fo vigorous and 

1th you gay, . md | 
That 1 thought ſhe'd leap over the moon. 


d friſk'l 
Then they danc'd to the Nile—but in Egypt, 
Wn good lack, 
in golf. My dream was put into a flurry 3 
France made a falſe ſtep, and fell flat on her 
bac 


And 1 thought ſhe'd not riſe in a hurry 


ortals 


Then I laugh'd in my fleeve, as ſhe 9 4 
owns on the floor, 


e out 0 When I ſaw her kick up | both her heels 1 | 
down. (73 


hs 


FT] 


But Ruſſia and Turkey bounc'd in at the door, 
And with England were dancing Scotch 


You 
Yet m 


reels ; 
. 85 (:00 
Well, I thought I had got all their ſteps to a MW aſk } 
charm: Hov 
Nay, while fleeping, I cried out—** I've got rhat e 
em!“ Am 
When 1 gave my poor wife ſuch a thump on WW: it pi 
her arm, You 


That ſhe wak'd me, by ſlapping my bottom, Net m. 


—— OOO wo re OI — 
r * i 
" = N 9 
8 * 
” 1 


If an 
N 5 * ov. 
I CHEERFUL AND MELLOW. Fu 
| OR a ſong I'm in excellent ftrain, S Gr: 
|. My ſpirits are light as a feather z RS 
> . I have got my gay heart back again, Fe 
hat lace was in love's heavy tether ; 12 1 
4 4 No longer I'll ſigh in deſpair, : . 
No longer a fad filly fellow; perla 
. ”, _ You may ſee tho' | nave P id care, oy 4 5 
* Vet my temper is cheerful and mellow. By To 
= For Chlce I died on the rack, = MAX 
Wh Phillis for me was deſpairing, He 8 
« et love ever runs in this track, n 
In Pite of our curſing and caring, Tag h 
t fools then at deſtiny ſwear, « he 


10 ; e them to bluſter and bellow, 
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oor, You may ſee tho? I have had care, 


och vet my temper is cheerful and mellow. 
4 


Good Lord, when I think of. her eyes, 
aſk how I lived thro my forrow : 

How madneſs could cool or grow wiſe, 
That ever grew worſe with the morrow. 
Am 1 cured by the bowl or the fair, 
I; it punch, or a Kind punchinello :- 

You may ſce cho' I have had care, 

Vet my temper is cheerful and mellow. 


e god 
np on 
toms 


If any be ſtruck deep as I, 
y Jove he muſt run and not reaſon : 
Like me make an effort and fly, 
ind drink in her abfence a ſeaſon, 

ding this, and ſoft muſic beware, 
lute, fiddle, and violencello : 

And he'll find tho' he has had care, 
hat he'll ſoon become cheerful and mellow, 


Perhaps you might wiſh me to ſhew, 
ow a heart that is hit may recover; 
7 By Jove, if he dangles, 1 know. 

0 maxim to ſave a true lover. 

He muſt gallop from jealous deſpair, . 1 
or wait to be curſed like Othello: 
And he'll find tho' he has had care, 
hat he'll ſoon become cheerful and melloy, 
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Then lovers, if any there be, And 
Who with for a cure at this table, Brat 
In my fong an example you fee, 
When willing, how much we are able; 
For tho' its no elegant air, 
Wich a cadence of fine Thetornello: 


; You may fee tho? I have had care, Whe 
1 Yet my temper is cheerful and mellow. And 
1 5 2 | Amid 
| b PS His f 
| Z JACK TIMBER-TOE, While 
q | And c 


THILE itoth reclines on beds ef down, And þ 
And av'rice counts exhauſtleſs boards; Wc.  . | 
The gallant tar to gain renown, 
Spurns all that pomp or pelf affords ; 
And toſy'd a-loft or tumbl'd low, 
Hie ploughs the deep with yoh heh yoh; 
And ſo has poor lack l imber-toe, | 
Plough'd ſeas and oceans with yoh heh yoly 
| Loh yoh heh yoh, 
Voh yoh heh yok. 


When raging tempeſt ſhakes the ſky, 
And ſplits the maſt or rends the fail, 
Ap billows ſell to mountains high, 
4 


. 


U! gaſ 
He thre 
is def 
le ſmil 
ind wa 
is firm 
ind ſo 
Ke dea 


— Ih 
t 
„ 
| * 


N 
» 1 "4 L 


4: 
„„ \ 


* 2 
* * PS 


—— _ — 
* + a. 2 N g > 
. 


d now preſent a yawning vale! 
etene while blaſts tremendous blow, 


1 ſtems the gale with yoh heh yoh ; 


— nk — — 
I 
n 


12 

And ſo has poor Jack Timber - toe, 

Brav'd ſtorms and whirlwinds with yoh heh 
yoh, | 

Yoh yoh heh yoh, 

Yoh yoh heh yoh. 


When lines are form'd for ſlaughter's dole, 
And blood and carnage ſtain the deep; 
Amidit the din his dauntleſs ſoul 

His ſtation'd poſt reſolves to keep: 

While death-wing'd balls fly to and fro, 
And cannons roaring drown yoh heh yoh; 
And ſo has poor Jack Timber-toe, 


On; 
0 ards; 


Yoh yoh heh yoh, 
Yoh yoh heh yoh, 
h; All gaſh'd with wounds on hammock laid, 
He through the port-hole views the wave; 
is deſtin'd tomb, yet undiſmay'd, 
le ſmiling hails his wat*ry grave; 
nd waits the call of life's dread foe, 
s firm and fearleſs as yoh heh yoh 5 
| ind ſo may poor Jack Timber-toe, 
ace death undaunted with yoh heh yoh, 
, Yoh yoh heh yoh, ) 
7 Yoh yoh heh yoh, 5 


K 


h voh; 


Stood thund' ring broadſides with yoh heh yoh, 


* — 2 
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THE STORM. 


TY ARK was the dawn! and o'er the deep, 
The chilling whirlwinds blew ; 
The ſea-bird wheel'd its circling ſweep, 


And all was drear to view! Whi 
When on the ſandy beach that binds our 

| ſhore, | | 5 
The love-lorn Nancy ſhriek'd, amidſt the | 
deaf'ning roar. 3 

c 7 

Her ftreaming eyes beheld the main, , 2 

While on her William de ar en 

She madly call'd, but call'd in vaing 5 i 
No ſound could William hear, ate 

Save the ſhrill yelling of the fatal blaſt, t 
While ev'ry meſſmate's heart quick ſnudder c, w 

as it paſt, 4 


6 Be ſtill,“ - ſhe cried, * loud ternpei 


ceafe;“ 5 

Ah! ſpare the gallant ſouls! On 
Myſterious Heaven | the winds increaſe ge 
t bluſh f 


© The ſea, like mountains, rolls ! 
bite from the deck the ſtorm drench'd vi 


tims leap, | 
And, o'er their lifeleſs forms, the furious vi 


. lows ſweep ! 


433 J 


«© Oh, cruel power! Oh, ruthleſs fate, 
Does Heav*n's high will decree, 
That ſome ſhould ſleep on beds of Rate, 


ef, Some in the roaring ſea ? 
Some nurs'd in lux'ry, deal oppreſſion's blow, 
While humble merit pines in poverty and 
woe "as 
3 out : 
« Could the proud rulers of the land 
& we The ſable race behold ; 


Some, bow'd by torture's giant-hand, 
And others, bought with gold ; 
hen would they pity ſlaves, and cry with 

ſha me, 
Fhate'er our tints may be, our ſouls are ſtill 
the ſame.” 


9 

wader i Why ſeek to mock the Ethiop's face? 
Why goad the hapleſs kind, 

Can features alienate the race ? 
Is there no kindred mind? 

des not the cheek that vaunts the roſeate 

nue, 

ft bluſh for crimes the Ethiop never knew * 2 


tempel 


creaſe) 
\ 
nch'd vi{WEehold ! the angry waves conſpire 

| To check the barb*rous toi! 

hile wounded nature's vengetul ire 


Roars round our trembling iſle ! 
K 2 


furious vs 


IS 
Methinks her voice re-echaes in the wind, 


% Man was not form'd by Heav'n to trample 
on his kind.” 


The lab'ring ſhip was now a wreck, I 
The ſhrouds were flutt*ring wide; 


4 > 


The guns thrown o'er; the lofty deck, In 
Was rock' d from fide to ſide - 

Poor Nancy's cheek was bath'd with pity's 1 

tear, | 0 

And from her icy lip the blood recoil'd with Upoy 

fear ! x 5 Ti 

| Fond 

Now on the yielding ſand ſhe roam'd, Oh 

And madd'ning at the view, And \ 

Mark'd where the liquid mountains foam'd I I thou 

Around th* exhauſted crew, Wh 

Till from the forecaſtle, her William's form 

Sprang mid the yawning waves, and buffetted Ah! w 

ſtorm. 8 : It le 

| My on 

Long on the ſwelling ſurge ſuſtain'd, But! 

Brave William ſought the ſhore ; My wi 

Watch'd the white cliffs, but ne'er com And 

plain'd, ow all 

Then ſunk—to gaze no more! All nj 
Poor Nancy ſaw him buried by the wave, dream 


And, with her heart's true love, plung'd wlll In ho 
wat'ry grave 5. 
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ERE SORROW TAUGHT MY EYES 
TO FLOW. 


RE ſorrow taught my eyes to flow, 
They call'd me ““ happy Mary z*? 
In rural cot, my humble lot, 
I play'd like any Fairy. 
1 And when the Sun, with golden ray, 
N Sunk down the weſtern ſky, 
Ky Upon the green to dance and play, 
we: The firſt was happy l: 
| Fond as the dove, was my true love, 
Oh! he was kind to me! 
And what was ſtill my greater pride, 


* 
ie 


foam'd | thought I ſhould be William's bride, 
When he return'd from lea. 

s form a Ah! what avails remembrance now? 
uffette It lends a dart to ſorrow, | 

My once lov'd cot, and happy lot 
; But loads with grief to-morrow, 
3 My William's buried in the deep, 
ver com And 1 am fore oppreſs'd ! 


dow all the day I fit and weep ; 

All night I know no reſt, | 
dream of waves, and ſailors graves ' 
In horrid wrecks | ſee! 

nd when I hear the midnight wind, 
comfort flies my troubled mind, 

For William's loſt at ſea, 
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INDEED, MY DEAR, IN VAIN YOU Yet 


STRIVE. d 
| Wh 
NDEED, my dear, in vain you ſtrive, 0 
To keep a ling'ring flame alive; 
And tho' you fret, and vex, and teaze, Inva 
No longer can your beauty pleafe, 0 
Why do you figh, and think it ſtrange, Fulti 
That I ſhould rove, that I ſhould range? Ar 
Obſerve all Nature's works, you'll ſee, Ther 
They juſtify inconſtancy. Sor 
Why do you ſigh, &c. 10 % 


The ſun and moon alternate riſe, 

The ſtars do wander in the ſkies, 

The earth doth all her bounties bear, 
From ſeaſons varying thro' the ycar: 
Then ſince *tis Nature's law to change, 
*Tis conſtancy alone is ſtrange; 

And why, my dear, thould ] pretend, 
Great Nature's ſtatutes to amend, 


WHEN OUR COUNTRY CALLS T9 
ARMS, 


HEN our country calls to arms 

Native zeal inflames each breaſt ; 

Fame difplays her dauntlefs charms, 
In every martial ſplendour dreſt: 


[17 J 


0 Yet in ey 8 eps we tre ad, 
1 
Nor cruelly war's weapons lave: 
When a proftrate foe ſhall plead, 
Our greateſt glory be to ſave? 


Invaſion's threat can ne'er affright, 

Our country's wrongs will lead us on: 
Juſtice ſhall guide us in the fight, 

And mercy when the battle's won. 
Then, if gafping in the field, 

Some hero draws his lateſt breath, 


To foft humanity we yield, 
Abr 


And weep for-a brave ſoldier's death. 


TO HEAVE HO, 


V name, d*ye ſee's Tom Tough, F ve 4 
a little farvice, | 
Where mighty billows roll and Ioud tempeſts 
blow 3 5 
I've fail'd with valiant Howe, I've ſall'd 
noble Jarvis, 


with 


> 70 Had is gallant Duncan's fleet I've ſung out 
yo heave ho, 
Yet more ſhall ye be knowing, » 
"RP ] was cockſwain to Boſcawen, 
aſtz Mad even with brave Hawke I have nobly fac'd 
| the toe. 


K 4 


Lb 
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2 
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0 
1 1 
1 
1 
1 
17 
1 
uT 
* 


(138 1 


Then but round the grog, 
So we've that and our prog, 
We'll laugh in care's face, and ſing yo heave 
ho. 


When from my love to part I firſt weigh'd 
anchor, 
And ſhe was ſnivelling ſeen on the beach be- 
low, m) 
I'd like to cotch'd my eyes ſnivelling too, d'ye 
ſee, to thank her, 
But I brought my ſorrows up with a yo heave 
ho: 
For ſailors, tho' they have their jokes, 
And love and feel like other folks, 
Their duty to neglect muſt not come for to 


go: 
So I ſeiz'd the capſtan bar, 
Like a true honeſt tar, 
And in ſpite of tears and 15 Ne ſung out 50 
heave ho. 


But the worſt on't was that time when the lit- Mile ti 

tle ones were ſickly, hea 

And if they'd live or fie, the Doctor did not | 

| know, 

The word was gov'd to wilt ſo ſudden and 
IJ ſo quickly, 

WP) . my heart would break as ! ſung yo 

haave ho, | 0” th 


„„ 

For Poll's ſo like her mother, 
And as for ſack, her brother, 
The boy when he grows up, will nobly fight 


_ the foe ; _ 
But in Providence I truft, 
wa What muſt be muſt, 


do my ſighs I gave the winds, and ſung out 
yo heave ho. 


ind now at laſt laid up in a decentiſh condi- 
tion, 

or I've only loſt an eye and got a timber toe 

but old ſhips muſt expect in time to be out of 
commiſſion, 

or again the anchor weigh with a vo heave. 
ho. 

So I ſmoke my pipe and fing old fangs; 
For my boy ſhall revenge my wrongs, 
nd my girl ſhall breed young ſailors nobly for 

to face the foe, 
ut Then to country and king, 
Fate no danger can bring, 
the lit- {Mile the tars of old England ſing out yo 


heave ho, 
id not 
en and FINALE. 
Sung in the Embar kation. 
ſus 0 Wo! thus Britannia's ſails unfurl'd, 


Whatever ſhores the waters lave, 
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| Announce to an aſtoniſh*'d world, 
| She comes to conquer and to ſave : 


Thus, riding through the troubled air, 

| On whirlwind's winds the angel rides, 
Gives lenient comfort to deſpair, | 

And ſoothes to peace the ruffled tides. 


Mute is the voice where tyrants ſway, 
And thought itſelf ſcarce dares to roam 
But Freedom opes a gen*rous way, 
And Britons in this cauſe ſtrike home! 


DUETT. 
Mrs. Bland, and Mr, Banniſter, as Mary and 
Juniper, in the Embarkation. 


ANY times, with dance and fong, 
Fal, lal, &c. 
We have join'd the jocund throng, 
Fal, lal, &c. 
Like two birds upon a fpray, 
We have ſung the live-long day. 
Fal, lal, &c, | 


Then was ours a ſimple lay, 
Fal, lal, &c. 
Ever cheerful, ever gay; 
Fal, lal, &c. 


But, 
Villa, 
4 


0 


nou! 0 


ind 01 

] 
hen c 
or En 


F 


THE 


ung in 


HE 
7 
th hor 
Relatin 


q may 
cturni 
de Fair 0 


nd do! 
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But, fince war has been our lot, 
Village ſports are quite forgot, 
FFal, lal, &c. 


© 


Should we of bullets be the ſport, 

Fal, lal, &c. | 

ind our poor thread of life cut ſhort, 
Fal, lal, &e. 

hen our departing prayer ſhall be 


55 or England, ruth, and Victory. 
\ Fa}, lal, &c. 
1 
THE GALLANT TAR FROM WAR 
RETURNS, 
ary i. 
ung in the Entertainment of the Naval Pillar, 
NS» PHE gallant tar from war returns, 


| 

L To ſeek his fair one's ſmiles ; 
ith honeſt joy his boſom burns, 
Relating former tolls, 


d may each ſon of Neptune find, 

Keturning from the fight, 

e fair one true he left behind, 2 
nd doubled each delight, 


E 


| Was 
FINALE. 
Sung in the Naval Pillar. The f 
BRITANNIA. | 
Neptune enthron'd as he govern'd the 
ſea, 
From my cliff-ſkirted iſle I diſpatch'd 2 pt ken! 
tition, t 
That he its protector and patron would be, And 
When this charter arrived without let or r 
condition: That tl 
Navigation and trade no more be afraid, ri 
The ocean is yours, and I'll lend you my aid; Shou 
Beſides, I'll inſtruct you like me to entwine tc 
The fruits of fair Commerce round Liberty Vicht 
ſhrine, | —M 
Beſides, I'Il, &c. hey'd 
: ty 
BEN ut nov 
Then news over Gallia immediately flew, tu 
French and Spaniards pretended to gina the 
themſelves airs, ty 


If Britons are ſuffer'd their ſchemes to purſu: 
There's an end of our projects, our hops 
and our cares. 
So they ſent out a fleet which the Engliſh 
men beat, 
And a ſecond, ſunk, taken, and forc'd tor 
treat, 


E 


Was oblig'd to confeſs that *tis we who en- 
twine 
The fruits of fair Commerce round Liberty's 
ſhrine. 
Was oblig'd, &c. 


IJ 
od the DENNIS, 


hen Mynheer from his mouth in great wrath 
took his pipe, 
And ſwore our pretenſions we ſorely ſhould 


da pe. 
d be, 


| let ot rue, : 
That the time oy arrived, and the project was 
d, ripe, 


my adi Shou'd teach poor John Bull a freſh courſe 
twine to purſue: 
bert) ich this threat he ſet ſail, *twas of little 
avail, 
hey'd the worſt on't at ſea, and at home they 
turn'd tail; 
ut now ſafe in our port they the Orange en- 
few, twine, 
to gina the fruits of fair Commerce round Liber- 
ty's ſhrine. 
to purſu! But now, &c. 


xa i” lon 

en FIRELOCK, 

ie Engl\When join Sons of Britain the world to con 
vince, | 

rcd to 1 You have hearts tun'd to harmony, fei ⸗ 

ſhip and) Joy, 


/ 


+: Bb 
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That your love to each other, your country ane folly 


prince, Wh 
Can never be leſſen'd, or ſuffer alloy. Half r 


May Britannia ſtill be the Queen of the Ses, Her 


May our king, laws, and people for ever be 


free, Priſk 1s 
And ſoon with the bleſſings of peace may v Liſe 
twine, hoſe 
The fruits of our Commerce round Liberty © T 
ſhrine. : V8 ſay 
And ſoon may, &c, We' 
| edge 
Here 
CHARMING SUE, 
Tune Life's like a Sea, 4 
ONS of mirth and ſocial pleaſure, 
Fill the fancy ftirring bowl, 
Bumpers let us drink at leiſure, Ov 
4s the fleeting moments roll. 
Joyous failing on life's ocean, And r 
To dull care we bid adieu, ou ne? 
Bacchant's all you'll like my notion, ſeg 
Here's a glaſs to charming Sue. Ha, n 
boug 
Vainly let the ſordid miſer, 5 


Heap his mountains up of gold, at 
We purſue a path more wiſer, 4 
*, Fayour'd by the brave and bold, 
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try an0 folly mortals, fi ll your glaſſes, 


What have we with fools to do, 
Half mankind we know are aſtes, 
Here's a glaſs to Charming Sue, 


le Sea, 
ever be 


Briſk ly fill your bumpers higher, 
Liſe ye know is but a ſpan, 

Thoſe are precepts we admire, 

The ſtudy of mankind is man.“ 

& ſay the learned, bred at college, 

We'll their maxims then purſue, 

Pledge me from their cup of knowledge, 
Here's to lovely charming Sue. 


may ve 


iberty's 


© DIFFERENT OPINIONS. 
Sung at Aﬀtley's Amphitheatre, 


FRENCHMAN, | 
TOW, Mynheer Van Hoot, Sare, you ſtanda 


by me, 
And me keep you ſafe from all harm, Sir 
ou ne'er mind dat fellow, Jean Bull, d'ye - 
ſee, 
Ha, no! but e'er laugh at alarm, Sir. 
bough he tell you dis, and he tell you dat, 
hy, you know very well, what he would bg 
at, 


With his Ic ben, &c. 
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DUTCHMAN, 


Yaw, me know, Monſieur, what that John 
Bull do, 

And I'll tell you what he's about, Sir 
Why, he firſt come in here, then he turn out 
you, | 
And put all the French to the rout, Sir; 
And this let me ſay, tho* you promis'd us 

much, 
Why, it tends but to prove you would ftarre 
out the Dutch. 


With your ic ben, &c. ow n 
f. 
FRENCHMAN. 8 Whil 
en de 
Vat you mean, Mynbeer, ve vill make you a to 
free, So me 
And fill your broad pocket beſide, Sir; at, you 
Ve vill make you reſpeted by land and iy be 
ſea, hen m. 
And ſpread your big name far and wide Sa; 
Sir; 
And den, Sare, you join with my great nati! 
And riſe, or fall, which you know is all one. 
With your Ic ben, &c. 
| | W, you 
0 Our 
1 DUTCHMAN. | While, 
þ aw, yas that may be, we may ſure enouj L 
all, | 


For ſince you have been on our land, Sir; 
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Why, you grapple our guelders, our trade, and „ 
our all, | . 
And leave us ſcarce one leg to ſtand, Sir; N. 
| Then the millions of ducats you force us to IF. 
; ayy 1 1 
9 Make hs Dutchman to wiſh you would all i $44 
it; march away. if. 1 
6 5 With your Ic ben, &c. bi | 
carve FRENCHMA Ns . HR 
Now me be, begar, Sare, your very good i | | 
friend, | 1 
While Jean Bull he play de humbug, Sir; HY 
ben de Frenchmea ſo fight, you have nothing Th 
you all to fear, | 
So me give you the fraternal hug, Sir. e 
Sir; at, you turn, Sare, away; well, begar, you 149 
and b be wrong, | + 464M 
ben me learn, Sare, your dance, and me ſing, WET | 
nd wide Sare, your ſong, Fel | 1 il 
With a lc ben, &c. 5 RAM 
at n2tio! , ; | 
all one. DUTCHMAN, Wk 
aw, you join in our ſong and you move in 11 
our dance, 6 : Wee 
| While you ting us, Monſieur, like a viper; 1 
re enouy L - | 4. 


g, Sir; 


7 
3 


* 
* 3 2 
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For you bring us your muſic to pleaſe us, from i Eft 
France, P 

But you make us for to pay the piper; Th 
But your friendſhip now, makes a Dutchman 1 
, Ys But 


So he bids your damn'd Carmagnol good Ne * 
With a le ben, &c. 5 


OPEN THE DOOR THOU DEAR 
UNK IND. 


OF? open the door, thou dear unkind ! 
Ere night's deep ſhadows lower, 
For cold and ſullen blows the wind, 

And heavy beats the ſhower ; 
Let me thy love and pity move, 

For, ah ! my tender form, 

With forrow burden'd, and with love, 
Can ill endure the ſtorm, 


Beneath thy ſhages, love-lorn and loſt, 
I tremble at the glcom ; . 
While fleeting near, the reſtleſs ghoſt, 

Forſakes the op' ning tomb, 
Some perjur'd lover to upbraid, 
To all his vows untrue; 
Here, Gregory, ev'ry leafy ſhade, 
Upbraids thy falſhaod too. 


EF: 49-3 


Eſtrang'd from joy and kindred love, 
An exile from my home, 

Thy proffer'd friendſhip now to prove 
Toward thy towers I come ; 

But thee 1 ſeek in vain to And, 
My tender griefs to ſhare, 

The deep voice of the mournful wind, 
Sounds only back —Deſpair. 


14 
* 
i 


Yet, perjur'd, add not to the ſmart, 
Thy former falihood gave 

Nor rend with cruelty the heart, 
Which pity ſtill might ſave. 

Oh, ſhun me not, for pity's ae 
My hopes may fruitleſs be 
et, Gregory, it my heart eule break, 
I'll ne'er complain of thee. 


CANZ ONE TT. 


A H! whither is happineſs fled, 
Ah! where is contentment conceal'd? 
| ſeek them in yon lonely ſhed 
Thro' woodbines and briars reveal'd. 
ere health and contentment reſide, 
There happineſs oft is a gueſt 3 ) 
rth ſings by tue wood-fire ſide, 
nd peace rocks the cradle of reſt. 


L 2 


2 


= \ 


E - FO of 
Affrighted, from cities they fly, 

Where Pleaſure's enamouring bowl Loy 
Gives birth to the tear, and the ſigh, E 
Seduces, and poiſons the ſoul :— 


Where Treachery calls itſelf trade, _ 

And honour diſſolves into gain; Sald 

W here the icicle heart is diſplay *d— 1 

An emblem of Epathy's reign, 3 

Sweet peace, and contentment, and health, o 

To you ſhall my orifons riſe ; For 

Above all the tinſel of wealth | . 

Your heart-thrilling bleſſings I prize: His 1 

If conſtant my Elinor prove, To 

And add, O content! to thy ſtore but fa 

Her innocence, beauty and love, Us 

I'm happy, and figh for no more. With 

* ; No 

| And J 

FAVOURITE AIRS IN THE TURNPIKE Le 
| | GATE. 

Mr. Tncledsn. 

"TOM Starboard was a lover true, RA 

As brave a tar as ever failed ; 4 FH. 

The duties, ableſt ſeamen do, Ceaſe to 

Tom did, and never yet had failed: Sour 

But wreck'd as he was homeward bound, Clownit 


* Within a league of England's coaſt; 


23 
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Love ſav'd him, ſure, from being drown'd, 
For more than half the crew was loſt. 


In fight Tom Starboard knew no fear, 
Nay, when he'd loſt an arm, reſign'd, 
Said,“ Love for Nan, his only dear, 
Had ſav'd his life, and fate was kind.“ 
And now, tho' wreck'd, yet Tom return'd, 
Of all paſt hardſhips made a joke; 
For ſtill his manly boſom burn'd, 
With love—his heart, *twas keart of oak. 


His ſtrength reſtor'd, Tom nimbly ran, 
To cheer his love, his deſtin'd brièe; 
But falſe report had brought to Nan, 
Six months before, that Tom had died. 
With grief the daily pin'd away, 
No remedy her lite could ſaves 
And Tom arriv'd the very day, 
They laid his Nancy in the grave. 


M. /e Simms. 


PEP | 
PAT, young man, your ſuit give over, 
i Heaven deſign'd you not for me 
Ceaſe to be a whining lover, 
Sour and ſweet can ne'er agree: 
Clowniſh in each limb and feature, 
You've no ſkill to dance and ſing; 
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At beft you're but an awkward creature, 
1, you know, am quite the thing. 


As I ſoon may roll in pleaſure, 
Bu npkin, I muft. bid adieu; 


Can you think, that ſach a treaſure, 
E'er was'deftin'd, man, for you? 
No,—Mayhap, when I am carried, 
*Mongit the great, to dance and fing 3 
To ſome great lord I may be married, 


Al allow, Pm quite the thing. 


Mr. Fawcett. 


RITANNIA's Sons at fea, 
In battle always brave; 
Strike to no power, d'ye lee, 
That ever plough'd the wave. 
Fal, lal, &c. 


But when we're not afloat, 
*Tis quite another thing; 
We fttike to Petticoat, 
Get groggy, dance and ſing 
*..Fal, lal, &. 


With Nancy deep in love, 
J once to ſea did go, 


Thy 


And 


33 
Return'd, the cry'd, “ by Jove, 
«© I'm married, deareſt Joe.” 
Fal, lal, &c. (mimicks her,) 
Great guns! I ſcarce cou'd hold, 
To find that I was flung ; | 
But Nancy prov'd a ſcold, 
Then 1 got drunk, and ſung, 
Fal, lal, &c. (hickups.) 


At length I did comply, 
And made a rib of Sue : 
What tho' ſhe'd bur one eve, 
It pierc'd my heart like two, 

Fal, lal, &c. 
And now | take my glaſs, 
Drink England, and my King, 
Content with my old laſs, 
Get grogey, dance and ſing, 
Fal, lal, &c. (hickups.) 


Mr. Hill, 


OVELV woman! *tis thou, 
| To whoſe virtue I bow, 

Thy charms to ſweet rapture give birth ; 
Thine electrical ſoul, ) 
Lends life to the whole, 

And a blank without thee were this earth 
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Oh! let me thy ſoft power, Cele 
Every day, —e very hour, Wit] 
With my heart, honour, worſhip, adore ! Fr 
Thou preſent, *tis May, 
Winter . — thou'rt = 429— The 
Can a man, I would aſk, wiſh for more? me 
| 
In a dream, I have ſeen Th“ 
Fancy's perfect- made Queen, «'Th 
Which, waking, in vain have 1 tought; Co. 
But ſweet, Mary, 'twas you With 
Rich fancy then drew, p * 
Thou'rt the vifion which ſleeping the iſ *, i 
wrought; W 1 0 
Lovely woman's ſoft pow'r, | W. 4s 
Every day, —every hour, 5 


Let my heart honour, worſhip, adore! 
Thou preſent, 'tis May, 
Winter when thou'rt away, 

Can a man, I would aſk, wiſh for more * 


MASONIC SONGS. 


Tune— Altic Fire. 


WINE Urania, virgin pure 
Enthron'd in the Olympian bow' r, 
1 here invoke thy lays ! 


"= 5 


n 1 
Celeſtial muſe ! awake the lyre, 

With heav'n- born ſweet ſeraphic fire, 
Free maſonry to praiſe. 


* 


The ſtately ſtructures that ariſe, 
Are bruſh the concave of the ſkies, 
Still ornament thy ſhrine : | 
Th' aſpiring domes, thoſe e: of ours, 
« The ſolemn temples—clou apt tow'rs,? 
Confeſs the art divine. 


With Prudence all our actions are, 
By bible, compaſs, and by ſquare, 
In love and truth combin'd; 
While juſtice and benevolence, 
With fortitude and tempeiancey 
Adorn and grace the mind, 


ſhe 


KO SECT IN THE WORLD CAN WITH 
MASONS COMPARE. 


Tune Hearts of Oaks 


\ TO ſect in the world can with Maſons com- 
are, 
0 . ſo noble the badge which they 


wear, 
hat all Aber orders, however eſteem'd, 


ferior to Maſonry juſtly are deem'd. 


vr, 


1 6 


CHORUS. 


We always are free, 
And for ever agree 
Supporting each other, 
Brother helps brother, 
No mortals on earth are ſo friendly as we. 


When firſt attic fire mortals* glory became, 
Tho! ſmall was the ſpark, it ſoon grew toa 
flame; 
As Phœbus celeſtial, tranſcendently bright, 
It ſpread o'er the world a freſh torrent of 
light, | 
We always, &c. 


The greateſt of monarchs, the wiſeſt of men, 

Free- maſonry honour'd again and again; 

And nobles have quitted all other gelight to, 

With joy to preſide o'er our myſtical rites. 
We always, &c. 


Tho' ſome may pretend we've no ſecrets t 
know, 

Such idle opinions their f ignorance ſhow 3 

While others, with raptures, cry out, they“ 
reveal'd, 

in Free-maſons boſoms they Mill lie con 
ceal'd. 

We always, &c. 


N 
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Coxcomical pedants may ſay what they can, 
Abuſe us, ill uſe us, and laugh at our plan 
We'll temper.our mortar, enliven our ſouls, 
And join in a chorus o'er full flowing bowls. 
We always, &c. 


ame, N WHEN A LODGE, JUST AND PERFECT. 
w wall  Tune—Rogft Beef of Old England. 

ight, HEN a lodge, juſt and perfect, is form'd 
rent of all aright, 


The ſun-beams celeſtial (altho' it be night) 
Refulgent and gloriou appear to the fight 
Of hearty and faithful true Maſons, - - 


F men, True Maſons in heart, word, and act. 

alns N £ 8 

;bts; Their eaſtern mild ruler then lays the fir 
f | 

ites. | ſtone ; 


The Craftſmen, obedient, united as one, 
Him copy, and cheerfully work till high 
>crets d noon, 
As hearty and faithful true Maſons, &c. 
"WW 3 


FL 4 ere 
1% 
5 chey 


Rough aſhler they hew, and form by the 
ſquare, | 
By the level lay ſolids, and by the plumb-rear 
Their uprights ; Strength beautiful being the 
care | 
Of hearty and faithful true Maſons, & c. 


lie con 
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Hence a building, by Wiſdom contriv'd, does 


Join 
ariſe, 
Well fixt in the centre, ſublime to the ſkies, 41 
Which ſtorms, thunder, war, and Time's en- 
vy defies, Then 
Bleſt labour of faithful true Maſons, &c, 11 
ike 
Streng net-work they carve==(its emblem they 
know)— And « 
Where lilies milk-white, and rich fruit ſeem 
to grow 3 Pro 
Concord, Peace, and Plenty: — How lovely 
the ſhow 
To all hearty and faithful true Maſons, &c. 
No Babel diſtraction is heard, no debate; A * 
The cock's crow they heed not, the dog's 
barking hate; Ty 


Decorum they keep, and avoid idle prate, 
Being hearty and faithful true Maſons, &c A 


Intent on their taſk, their labour's their plea- 


ſure, 
Nor ſeems it, however, prolong'd beyond men- 
ſure; . 
But all appear tir'd moſt, when moſt at lei- 
ſure ; 


Such truſty true workmen are Maſons, &c. 
When diſmiſs'd—wages paid—and all fatit- 
fy'd, 

As loth to depart, they yet ſocial abide, 


131 
does Join hands, with join'd hearts, toaſting Joy 
e' er betide 


es, All hearty and faithful true Maſons, &c. 
en- 

95 Then— brothers well met— charge right—and 
c. let's ſing, . 

Like ourſelves, trebly thrice, to the Craft and 
n they the King! 
| And crowning three cheers make the happy 
t ſee lodge ring, 

Proclaiming us happy true Maſons, &c. 

lovely | 
153 &c. 


A MASON'S LIFE'S THE LIFE FOR. 


3 
dog's | ME. | 
Tune -A Sailors Life's a Life of woe. 
te, ; | | 
ns, &G Maſon's life's the life for me, 


With joy we meet each other, 
eir ple3- We paſs our time with mirth and glee 
And hail each friendly brother: 
In lodge no party feuds are ſeen, 
But careful we in this agree 
To baniſh care or ſpleen. 
The Maſter's call we one and all 
With pleaſure ſoon obey ; 
ich heart and hand we ready ſtand, 
Our duty till to pay. 


ons, &c. 
all ſatil- 


le, 
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But when the glaſs goes round, 
Then mirth and glee abound, 


We're happy ev'ry foul ; Di 

We laugh a little, we drink a little, 
WMWe work a little, we play a little, Bu 
Che. We laugh, &c. | Anot! 
| We fing a little, are merry a little, In 
| And quaff the flowing bowl. From 
And quaff, &c. Th 


See in the eaſt the maſter ſtands, Th 
The wardens South and Weſt, Sir, 
Both ready to obey command, 


\ Find. work, or give us reſt, Sir, g 
The ſignal given, we all prepare, \ 
With one accord obey the word, \ 
To work by rule or ſquare : 
Or, if they pleaſe, the ladder raiſe, \ 


Or plumb the level line; 
Thus we employ our time with joy, 
Attending every ſign, 
Byt when the glaſs goes round, 
Then mirth and glee abound, 
We're happy ev'ry ſoul ; 
We laugh a little, and drink a litt'e, 
We work a little, and play a little. 
Cho. We laugh, &C. 
Wie ſing a little, are merry a li.tle, 
$4 And quaff the flowing bowl. 
— And quaff, &c. 


SY 
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Th' Almighty ſaid, © let there be light,“ 
Effulgent . EP PSATINg; 
Diſpell'd the gloom, the glory bright 
To this new world was cheering: 
But unto Maſonry alone, | 
Another light, ſo clear and b: ight, 
In myſtic c rays then ſhone ; 
From Eaſt to Weſt it ſpread ſo fa, 
That, Faith and Rope unfurt'd, 
We hail with joy ſweet Charity, 
The darling of ite world. 
Then while the toaſt gces round, 
Let mirth and glce abound, 
Let's be happy every ſoul; 
We'll laugh a little, and drink a little, 
We'll work a little, and play a little. 
Che, We'll laugh, &c. 
We'll fing a little, be merry a little, 
And duaff the flowing bowl. 
And quait, &c. 


8 COME BOYS LET US MORE : LIQUOR 


| GET. 
e. | 


. POM boys let us more liquor get, 
e, \P Since jovially we are all met, 
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Since jovially, &c. : But \ 
Here none will diſagree A 

Let's drink and fing, and all combine, 

In ſongs to praiſe that art divine, 

In ſongs, &c. 


That's called Free- Maſonry. H 
True knowledge ſeated in the head, L 
Do teach us Maſons how to tread, When 
Do teach, &c. May 
The paths we ought to go; | And a 
By which we ever friends create, T 
Drown care and ſtrife, and all debate, Gran 
Drown care, &c. Ang 
Count none but-fools our foe, | G 
Here ſorrow knows not how to weep, 2 [ 
And watchful grief is lull'd aſleep, | 3 
And watchiul, &c, | 0 ar! 
In our Lodge we know no care; : 1 
Join hand in hand before we part, Hiram 
Each Brother takes his glaſs with „ Did all 
Each Brother, &c. Ho 


And toaft ſome charming fair, 


Hear me, ye gods, and whilſt I live, 
Good Maſons and good liquor give, 
300d Maſons, &c. 
Then always happy me; 
"Likewiſe a gentle ſhe I crave, 


„ 
Until I'm ſummon'd to my grave: 


But when l'm ſummon'd to my grave, 
Adieu my Lodge and ſhe. 


HAIL! MASONRY DIVINE. 
AlL! Maſonry divine, 
Glory of ages ſhine, 
Long may'ſt thou reign 
Where ler thy Lodges ſtand, 
May they have great command, 


And always grace the land, 
Thou art divine. 


Great fabricks ſtill ariſe, 
And grace the azure ſkies, 
Great are thy ſchemes 
Thy noble orders are 
Matchleſs beyond comparey 
No art with thee can ſhate, 
Thou art divine, 
Hiram the architect, j 
8 Did all the Craft direct, | 
„ How they ſhould build. 


Chorus, Three Times, 
olomon, great Iſrael's king, 
Vid mighty bleſſings bring, 
\nd left us room to ſing, 

Hail ! royal art. 


1 


OF ALL THE PLACES IN THE TOWN, 


Tune A begging wwe will go, Sc. 


F all the places in the town, 
That's for inſtruction good, 
There's none like to a Maſon's lodge, 

If rizhtly underſtood _ 
And to the lodge we*l! go, &c. 


There what is good is to be learnt 
From brethren juſt and true 
In harmony we all agrce, | 
And deference pay where due. 
And to the lodge we'll go, &c. 
The maſter he is in the Faſt, 
Due homage to him pay ; 
The wardens, litting in the Weſt, 
His will well oleas d obey. 
And to the jodge we'll go, &c. 


The Craft 3nd *Prentices around 
Their ordets always take, 
And in the rules of Maſonry 
Due progreſs daily make. 
And to the lodge we'll go, &c, 


And after we've our buſineſs done, 
„ Then we rcjoice and fing ; 
To our grand maſter take a glaſs, 
„And George the 'Third our King. 
And to the lodge we'll go, &c. 


WN. 


IAI 


1 


Then if the maſter will permit, 
Dear Brethren, join with me 
To all Free-maſons drink a Want h, 
And give them three times three. 
And to the lodge we'll go, &c. 


FLOW THOU REGAL PURPLE 


STKEAM, 
LOW thou regal purple ſtream, 
Tincted by the ſolar beam; 
In my _goble: ſparkling, ri riſe, 
Cheer my heart and g Jad my eyes: 
Flow thou regal purple ſtream, 
Tincted by ine ſolar beam; 
In my goblet ſparkling rite, 
Cheer my heart and glad my eyes: 
In my ſparkling 2oblet riſe, 
Cheer my heart, and glad my eyes. 


My brain aſcend on Fancy's wiz 
Nolat me, wine, a jovial king: 
My brain aſcend on rancy's wi: 
Noint me, wine, a jovial 5 5 | 
My brain aſcend on Fancy's wg, 
'Noint me, wine, a jovi } king, 


87 


A jovial king, a jovial king, a jovial K'ng, 


While I live, I'll lare my cla; 
When I'm dead and gone arvay, 
Let my thirſty lubjects ſay, 

A month he reign'd, and that was May: 
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While I live, III lave my clay; * 

When I'm dead, and gone away, 

Let my thirſty fubjecks ſay, 

A month he reign'd, but that was May : 
Let my as Ke. 


ANACREON, THEY SAY, WAS A JOLLY 
' OLD BLADE.  - 


NACREON, they ſay, was a jolly old 
blade, 

A Grecian choice ſpirit, and poet by trade, 
Anzcreon, they fay, was a jolly old blade, 
A Grecian choice ſpirit, and post by trade. 

To Venus and Bacchus, he tun'd up his 

lays; 

For love and a bumper he ſung all his days: 
For love an a bumper he ſung all his days. 


He hugh'd as he quaff'd fill the juice of the 


vine, 

And tho' he was Cs 7 was look'd on di- 
vine; 

At the feaſt of geod humour he always was 
there, 

And his fancy and ſonnets {till baniſh'd dull 
e. 

Good wine, boys, fays he, is the liquor of 
Jove, 

is our comfort belgay and their nectar 


above ; 


Let 


NI 
"i | 
1 
— 
3 
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Then while round the table the bumper we 
paſs, | 


Let the toaſt be to Venus and each ſmiling 


lafs. 
Apollo may torment his catgut or wire, 


Yet Bacchus and Beauty the theme mult 1 in- 


ſpire, 
Or elſe all his homing and Rrummang i is 
ain, 
The true joys of heav'n he'd never obtain; 


10 love and be lov'd how tranſporting the 


bliſs 
While the heart-cheering glaſs gives a geſt te 
cach klis; ; 
With Bacchus and Venus we II ever com- 
bine, 


For drinking and kiſſing are pleaſures divine. 


As ſons df Anacreon then let us be gay, 

With drinking and love paſs the moments 
away z 

With wine and with beauty let's fill up the 
ſpan, 

For that's the beſt method, deny it who can. 


YE LADS OF TRUE SPIRIT. 
E lads of true ſpirit, pay courtſhip to cla- 
ret b 
Releas'd from the trouble of thinking: | 
A fool long ago ſaid we could nothing know; 
The fellow knew nothing of drinking. 
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To pore over Plato, or praiſe with Cato, 
Dlſpaſſionate dunces might make us: 
But men, now more wiſe, ſelf-denial deſpiſe, 
And live by the leſſons of Bacchus. 


Eig-wig'd, in fine coach, _ the doctor ap- 
| proach ; 5 
Be fc Jeminly up the ſtairs paces; 5 
Looks grave—ſmells his cane—applies finger 
to vein, 
And counts the repeats with brimaces. 
As he holds pen in hand, life and death are at 
ſt and 
A toſs- up which party ſhall take us. 
Away with ſuch cant—no preſcriptions we 
want, 
But the nouriſhing noſtrum of Bacchus. 


We joliily join in the practice of wine, 
While miſers midſt plenty are pining 
While ladies are ſcorning, and lovers are 

mourning, linz. 
We laugh at wealth, wencbing, and whin- 


Drink, drink, now 'tis prime; toſs a bottle to 
Time, 
He'll not make ſuch haſte to o'ertake us: 
His threats we prevent, and his cracks we ce- 
ment, 
« By the ſtyptical balſam of Bacchus. 


What work is there made by the newſpapet 


trade, 
Of this man's and t'other man's ſtation ! 


Be 


ns we 
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The inns are all bad, and the outs are all 
mad; 
In and out is the cry of the nation, 

The politic patter which both parties chatter 
From bumpering freely ſhan't ſhake us: 
With half pints in hand, independent we'll 

ftand 
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus, 


Be your motions well tim'd ; be all charg'd and 


all ptim'd ; 
Have a care—right- aud left—and make 
ready. | 
Right hand to glaſs join—ar your lips reſt 
your wine — — | 


Be all in your exerciſe ſteady. 
Our levels we boaſt, when our women we 
toaſt 3 
May graciouſly they undertake us 
No more we defire—ſo dripk and give fire, 
A volley to Beauty and Bacchus! 


BACCHUS ONE DAY GAILY STRID- 
ING. 


ACCHUS one day gaily ſtriding 

On his never- failing tun, \ 

Sneaking empty pots deciding, | 
Thus addreſs'd each toping ſon:.— 
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Praiſe the joys that never vary, 


And adote the liquid ſhrine; i Sear 
All things noble, gay, and airy, | 
Are perform'd by gen'rous wine. And 
Ancient heroes, crown'd with glory, You 
Owe their noble riſe to me; 
Poets wrote the flaming ſtory, | And 
Fir'd by my divinity, And 
If my influence is wanting, 
Muſic's charms but ſlowly move; | Brig 
Beauty, too, in vain lies panting, 
Till I fill the ſwains with\love. T 
If you crave a laſting pleaſure, _ Mor 
Mortals, this way bend youreyes; | 
From my ever-flowing treaſure, H 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe, i 
Here's the ſoothing balmy bleſſing, Not 
Sole diſpeller of your pain; 
loomy ſouls from care releating, C. 
He, who drinks not, lives in vain! But 
5 | A 
'TIS YOU AND ONLY YOU I LOVE, 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 
OL aſk me what ſort of a maid I approve, - 
Few words will explain my deklire, 
Her face muſt be fair as the mother of love, 1 


Like hers are the charms J admire. 17 
0 | | | 9 70 


IVE, 


\pprovey 
re, 
love, 


1 | 

With a highdown, hey down, high down a day, 

Search around, and around on a long ſummer's 
day, 

And when one ſo fair ard fo lovely you find, 

You'll certainly know the dear maid to my 
mind, 

And believe me, dear Sally, tis s you, 5 

And you on'y I love; tis Jon, and you only 

J love. 


Bright beauty alone could not conquer my 
heart, 

The maid of my mind uſt hoe more, 

More charms to enflave than beauty's keen 

dart, . 

Her wit and good ſenſe J adore. 

With a high down, &c, 


Not beauty and wit and good ſenſe all com- 
bin'd, 
Cou'd "th me her ſervant for life, 
But her temper ſo ſweet and manners ſo kind, 
Are charms that 1 ſeek in a Wife. 


THE TRANQUIL THATCH, 
Sung by Mr. Incledcn. 
OU fay my cottage, incomplete, 
Yieids not the joys of life: 
I love th* unfiniſh'd bleſt retreat, 
1 love its gueſt, my wife: 
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Beneath the thatch content can ſeep, 
And labour reap its joys: 


For others woes alone 1 weep, 
No care my breaſt annoys. 


The gilded roof, the vaulted dome, 
The maſſy pile of plate, 

Beſpeak, I grant, the ſplendid home — 
But envy preys on ſtate: 

Be mine to boaſt the tranquil thatch, 

Content, domeſtic eaſe 

Tho' grandeur ſcorns to lift the latch, 

Has grandeur joys like theſe ? 


Mark too how throbs the courtier's breaſt 
Beneath the glitt'ring itar ; 

A ſtranger ſtil] to peaceful :eit, 
With calm delight at war, 

Von curling imoke that tops the trees, 
Reveals the lov'd retreat ; 

And, waſted by the paſſing breeze, 

Shews happineſs complete. 


THE LITTLE SINGING GIRL. 
Sung by Mrs. Mountain, 
1 ** turn'd of twenty and a maid — 
Indeed, kind firs, believe it true: 


And yet I am ſomehow afraid, 
I muſt unmarried live for you. 


Ek 
O will no one take me for life? | 
*Tis very hard, I needs mutt tell, 
Indeed I'll make a loving wife, 
'Tho' but a little finging girl 
A little merry finging girl. 
»Tis true | wander here and there, 
Juſt like a mendicant for bread: 
But, gentle firs, reviling ſpare, 
Nor caſt ſuſpicion on my head. 
My virtue 1s without a ſtain, 

Nor will Je'er that jewel fell 
Ah! no, it ſpotleſs ſhall remain 
Tho? but a little finging girl 

A little merry finging girl, 


But come, I want, a huſband too, 

And one | will have foon or late; 
So, Bachelors, 1 aim at you :— 

Who'll venture in the marriage tate ? 
Come, who bids up for me for life ? 

Nay, don't be doubting, that's not well !— 
Indeed, Ill make a loving wife, 

Tho! but a little finging girl 

A little merry linging girl. 


ON ADMIRAL NELSON's VICTORY. 
. Tune All hall yield to the Mulberry J. * 


| JPAOM the Mouth of the Nile, fluſh'd wit 
glory, behold! | [told ; 
What tidings are brought, and how plealingly 
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The darling of Neptune, of Britain the, pride, 
Strikes terror to France, and her ſchemes has 
annoy'd. 


CHORUS, 


All ſhall yield to thy ſovereignty, 

Blcit Britannia bend to thee ; 

Gallia's proud fons ihall trembling own, 
The glorious deeds by Britons done. 


+ Of Ruſſell's achievements tradition may boaſt, 
And tell at La Hogue how his fieet {wept rhe 
coaſt; 

But the co aqueſt which Nelſon ſo nobly has 
won, 

All the deeds of the fam'd Ninety-two has 

out done. 
Chorus— All ſhall yield, &e. 


The ſun never witacſs'd til this happy year, 

A conteſt fo laſting, ſo cloſe and ſevere; 

The ſtouteſt built thips, Egypt ever beheld, 

To firike to the brave Britith flag were com- 
pell'd. 

Chorus — All ſhall yield, &c. 


Unpiticd, her folly {hall Gallia mourn, 
Her tri- colour'd ſtreamers are terribly torn! 
Her favourite is loſt, the grand ſcheme's over» 
1 thrown, 
nd her much boaſtec fleet to deſtruction ls 
gone, 


Choral ſhall yield, &c. 
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ALONE, BESIDE A STREAM. 
pride, Sung by Miſs Howells, laſt ſeaſon, at Vauxhall, 
es has LONE, beſide a ſtream, 
Sat pretty pretty Sally, 
Love was all the theme, 
Of pretty pretty Sally : 

She figh'd and told her tale of woe, 

That Jockey promis'd long ago, 
n, That he would wed when he return'd, 

And here alone his abſence mourn'd, 
' boat, 1 Crying till, a well-a-day ! 
ept che Why does Jockey ſtay | 
8 From me his true-love Sally, 
Behind a fragrant hawthorn ſhade, 
Obſerving well the blooming maid, 
here ſtood the ſwain, juſt new return'a, 
hilſt here his abſence thus ſhe mourn'd; 
Crying ſtill, a well-a-day, &c. 
e ſeiz'd her pretty hand ſo white, 
nd ſwore he'd wed before twas night; 


held, Ide ſmil'd conſent, caſt care away, | 
re com- nd bleſſing now the happy day, * 
8 No more cries, a well-a-day, &c. 
R AIR, 
torn! Wi Jaſper, in the Mufical Drama of the Outlaxos, 
Sober PICURUS of old was a fine eating fellows\ 
All the day would he gorge, and at night 


action 6 get quite mellow ʒ 


E 


But good cooking then was but little known, 


| Sir, 
Tho' ragouts and kickſhaws are now all the 
. ton, Sir. 
Maſticate, denticate, chump, grind, and 
ſwallow, Io 
Your Spartans eat black broth, and drank of 1. 
the fountain, Ra 
Give me a chick's boſom, and a glaſs of pure 
mountain; ; No 


The Turks they chew opium—your Hindoos I 
| eat rice, Sir, 
But of Weſtmoreland ham give me a ſtout 
ſlice, Sir, 
Maſticate, &c. 


Your Bramins won't touch fleſn but (hem) 
fleſh of the quick, Sir, 
Give me veniſon touch'd—with fat an inc 

thick, Sir, 
With quantum ſufficit of nice currant jelly, 
The palate to coax, and to humour the bel. 
Maſticate, &C. 


On trifles like theſe then, as I'm a anner, 

A man ought to ſtarve who could not mak: 
dinner ; ; 

Thus plain things I love, as you plainly ſee 


Sir, 
Fs or veniſon and turtle are good enough for me 
33 
Mu.aſticate, &c. 


all the 


nd, and 


rank of 
of pure 
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a ſtout 
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t an inc 
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ſinner, 
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IN MY SILVER MUSLIN GAY. 
In Reform'd in Time. ; 
N my filver muſlin gay, | 
] ſhall Llaze, ſuperbly dreſt; 
Friſſe and flaunt my hours away, 
Strut as proudly as the beſt : 
Rattling bloods, when IJ appears ___ 
Liſp and ſwear, as ſweet as candy; 
Nod and cry—* Huw do, my dear? 
Den'me, Jack, ſhe's quite the dandy ! 
Don't vou know, 
She's all the go; 
Leads the faſhions, 
Fires the paſſions, 


Zounds, you. block}, why it's niels. Nang 
Handy.“ 


I VOW'D TO LOVE HIM DEARLY. 
In Time of Need. | 


EARLY found my tender heart, 
Joo apt to take a lovei's patt 
And ſometimes loſt, or nearly: 
I ſtraight reſolv'd to be a wife, 
And whomſoe'er I choſe for life, 
I vow'd to love him truly, dearly. 


Around me then came many a lad; \ 
Some for the little wealth J had, ; 
And ſome for fancy merely; 


* 

1 ail was deaf to all they ſaid, 

For Ireſolv'd no man to wed, 
Till I ſhould love him truly, dearly. 

But ſoon my will to ont inclin's, 

For my true ſailor told his mind, 

In honeft plainneſs clearly; 

Ah! never let my ſailor doubt, 

Tho' far he roam the world about, 
His girl will love him truly, dearly. 


MELTON OYSTERS. 
Sung by Mrs. Fohannot, 


OME here am I, my goods to ſell, 
Who wants the little oyfter girl; 
I've various ſorts, both great and ſmall, 
And natives too, will pleaſe you all.“ 
They're three a penny, that's the price, 
Come here they are both plump and nice: 
D'ye you want any large oyſters? 
Thy're five a- penny, oyſters; ; 
Who'll buy my Melton oyfters ? 


Thus every day devoid of woe, 
About the ſtreets 1 daily go; 


Now tcreaming here, now bawling there, 


I up and down my trade declare; 
nd like the woodlark gay and free, 
My morning ſong is ſure to be, 
-D'ye want any, &. 


Cer 


ACIC, 
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Tho? not ſo ſmart as other folks, 
Jam content, and crack my jokes; 
For me the *fſquire will leave his miſs, 
And ſyueeze my hand to ſteal a kiſs : 
But, ah! I know what means his leer, 
And {till keep bawling in his ear, 
D*ye want any, &c. . 


NOW LISTEN, MY HONIES. 
In the Mouth of the Niles, 


OW liften my honies awhile if you pleaſe, 
And a comical ftory I'll tell ſoon, 

Of a neat little fellow well known on the ſcas, 
And his name it was Admiral Nelſon ; 

I'm ſure you have all of you heard of the ſame, 

How he fought like the devil where-ever he 

came: 
Hefen) And may be the Dutch, Spaniards 
and French, won't have plenty of cauſe to 
remember the name, 
Of my tight little Admiral Nelſon, 


His arm having loſt at the damn'd Teneriffe, 
Never mind, ſays he, I ſhall get well ſoon, 
ſhall catch them one day, as you ſee lads, 

and if | 
They eſcape me, blame Admiral Nelſon ; \ 
N 
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To doubt what! promiſe were mighty abſurd, 

For I've left them my hand as a pledge of my 

word ; 

Spoken} And ſo he did faith, arm and all, 
and good ſecurity it was faith, for the old 
Proverb fays, * t hat one hand in the buth 

is worth two in che bird,” 

So fucceis to brave Aduiral Nelſon.” 


At length, by my faith, it would make che 
dead ſmile, 

Juſt to near what Sir Raster be fe! 3 
The French teck a mp to the Banks of t 

Nile, 

To make work for Lead Admiral Moiſon ; 
Arrah faith he fel} in with them cleſe to the 
| land, 

And he Buck in their ſkirts as you'll ſoon un- 
derſtand: 
Steben,) And faith the devil himſelf wou'd 
have laugh'd to fee how. he leacher'd the 

French with one hand; 

Oh! the world for brave Admiral Neiſon. 


On the firſt of ſweet Auguſt, you know that's 
the day, 
As the boatmen of London can tell ſoon, 
When for coats and ſor badges they all row's 


1 away,; 
Little thinking of Admira 8 


a 


ſurd, 
f my 
| all, 


1e old 
buſh 


ge che 


ny 
of the 


on; 5 
to the 


100 un- 


8 * 1 
wou v 

5 5 
rd the 


ſon. 


. th 1's 


| ſoon) 
— 4 
all row © 


Sfoken) And every firſt of Auguſt, while the 


1 


Who then won a badge of ſo brilliant a caſt, 
T hat its mem'ry with Britons for ever will 
laſt: 


health of Nelſon'floats in the claſs, the li- 
quor ſhall be enrich'd with a tear to the 
mem'ry of the brave feilows who fell on 
the occation; and come as many Firſt of 
Auguſts as there will, there's no Fir of 
Auguſt can beat the aft, | 
When the French met with Admiral Nelſon, 


— — 


THE CHACk. 


OW mounted —ſoho-—away let us go, 
While plezſure and health flow apace 2. 

The game is in view, then quickly purfue, 
And follow ihe joys of the chace. 


See yonder, ſee where the poor tim'rous hare 
Is ſeeking a ſafe lurking place 
Then let's not delay—hark, yonder, away! 
We'll follow the joys of the chace, 


With hound and with 'orn all dangers we 
ſcorn, 

All ſorrow forget in the race; ; 
Our hearts are ſo light, we join in the flight, 
And follow the joys of the chace. 
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Now, now, we are near, ſhe trembles with fear, 
Our pleaſure begins to increaſe: 
She falls in the way—ſing bravo ! huzza! 
O ſuch are the joys of the chace. 


— 


— — — 


GRIZZLE. 


WAS one morning in May, the weather 
but queer, 
Rather hazy, a ſort of a mizzle, 
When with a love ſong I was ſhot through the 
ear, 
By a maid, and her name it was Grizzle. 
The Graces might dance to the tune of her 
| ſong, 
All warbling and running her rigs: 
With a bucket cf waſh as he tript it along, 
Juſt going to feed the pigs— Tig, tig, tig, 
Then to hear the old ſow aſk the little pig, 
E My love, have you got enough, | 
And the little pig cry oui, oui, oui, 
Speaking French, to ſhew her breeding, d ye 
| lee— 
Why a bench of judges might have ſhook their 
wigs, +: 
To hear the likes of the fun and the rigs, 
While lovely Grizzle was feeding her pigs... 


6.193" 1 

The next time I ſaw her was at a barn door, 
Dreſs'd in petticoat, ſleeves and a boddice; 

What art thou? faid I, for I'm not very ſure, 
Art a fairy, a witch, or a goddeſs ? 

The muſes in vain would defccibe her in ſong, 
"Stead of nine had they ſeventy pens; 

As graceful the barley the ſcatter'd along, 

All feeding the cocks and the hens, 


her Coop biddy, coop biddy cup! 
Then to ſce all the chickens come tremb- 
ling up, 
the While Chanticlear called to his Ge: clook, 


clook, clook, clook, clook, clook, 
| Took, took; e took, 10055 took, took, 


er took ; 
Not the hens and the-cocks, nor the cocks and 
the hens} 
D Tho? their tails and their wings were all made 
I into pens, [1 
' Could e'er deſcribe Grizzle, while feeding the Wi 
hens. | Mt 
ye To Grizzle I'm married, fo bleſt ne*er was. is 
man, YN 
ſs We Rave children the beſt part of twenty 


So we try to maintain 'em as well as we can, 
While content turns eur pittance to plenty. 


If the great their dependants and paraſites own, 
So do we, for the dogs and the cats, 

Come flatt' ring round for a ſcrap or a bone, 
While we'er eli our ſweet little brats. 
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Diddle, liddle, liddle, come then in Jap, 
Then I aukwardly burn the child's mouth 
a with the pap; 
Then to hear the ſweet muſic, yah, yah, yah, 
yah, yah, yah, yah, yah, 
Huſh, huſh, huſh, huſh, come to its mama. 


| Miaw, bow wow, oh! he has let his fitter 
fall ! 


(You little dog, I'll knock your brains out.) 


Bleſt with children and wife, and my dogs and 


my cats, 


Throw ſettlements, titles, and deeds to the 


rats, 
Give me my ſweet Grizzle, while feeding her 
& . brats. 


OUR LIFE'S A MERE RACE. 
Sung at the Circus, | 


their views, | 

F Where its one's chance to win, and another”s 
1 to loſe ; 

Where oft whim, not merit, procure a good 
And ſometimes * tis found that the biter is bit. 


The race courſe throng'd late met the eye, 
And jockies mounted, bers ran high; 


UR life's a mere race, in which all have 


E rere n 
2 


15 
Tas ſport, twas glorious fun: 
*Sdeath ! neck and neck they [Kk imm'd fa 
neat: | 
»Twas Bambletonian won the heat: 
The bets near two to one. 


Yet Diamond too fezm'd to fly; 
Zounds | with what cafe he paſs'd him by 
Jen thouſand— Done, done, done: | 
Such betting then Such glorious din: 
The race is his—he'li ſurely win! 
'was then the pull begun: 
They beat the wind, we loſt 'm quite, 
Again they darted inio fight: 
fuzza! * twas nobly run. 
Sci. Clear the courſe, was the cry; make 
room there; don't you ſee they're coming 
in;—a dead heat for a hundred I- Then 


* 


ſuch a noiſe and hubbub of 
Children prattling, phætons rattling, 
Sportſmen betting, black legs tretting, 
Drolls a funning, dogs a running, 
Tripping , whipping, daſhing, iplathing, 
Whurring, ſpurring, cracking, ſmacking, 
Swearing, tearing, bawling, ſqualling, 


I 


. 
Two to one, and nine to four; 
You five hundred—you a ſcore 
A thouſand, d-=-meu'i— i welve to ten 
I take you—Jdone—and done again! 


N 4 


7 1 
* 
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Spurs to ſides the jockies clap : 
Zounds ! a million to a rap. 
 Huzza—they paſs the winning-poſt ! 
I've won—oh no! by Jove I've loſt ! 
How is it ?—"Sdeath is that the caſe ? 
Yes — Hambletonian won the race! 


' BLUE-EYED MARY. 
Tune—The High Metiled Racer. 


N a cottage emboſom'd within a deep hade, 
Like a roſe in a fefurt, oh! view the meek 
maid, 


Her aſpect all ſweetneſs, all plaintive her eye, 


And a boſom for which e'en a monarch might 
figh. 

Then in neat Sunday gown ſee her met by the 
Squire, 

All attra&ion her countenance, his all deſire. 

He accoſts her, ſhe Inks he flatters, ſhe 
miles, 

And ſoon blue- eyed Mary” s ſeduc'd by his 
wiles. 

Now with drops of contrition her pillow's wet 
oer, 

But the fleece when once ſtain'd can know 
whiteneſs no more, 


The aged folks whiſper, the maidons look Ys | 


To town the Squire preſſes, how cen kat : deny ? 
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Thefe! behold her in lodgings, ſhe drefſes in 


ſtile, 

Public places frequents, ſighs no more, but 
reads Hoyle, | 

Learns to ſquender, they quarrel,” his love 
turns to hate, 

And ſoon blue-eyed Marv is left to her Fats; 


Still of beauty poiteſs'd, and not yet void of 
ſhame, 

With a heart that recoils at the proftitute's 
name, 

She tries for a ſeryice, her character's gone, 

And for ſkill at her ncedle, alas! 'tis un- 


known! | 
Pale Want now apptoaches, the pawnbroker's 
near, 
And her trinkets and clothes one by one diſap- 
pear; | 


? 


Till at length ſorely pinch'd and quite deſpe- 
rate grown, 

The poor blue-eyed Mary is forc'd on the 

town. 


In a brothel next ſee her tric#d out to allure, 
And all ages, all humgais, compell'd to en- 


dure, 
Corapeil'd, though diſguſted, to wheedie and 
fetg n, 
Wit an aſpect al: ſmiles, and a boſom all 
pain 
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Now carefſs'd, now infulted, now flatter*d, now 
ſcorn' d, 

And by rufians and drunkards oft wantonly 
ſpurn'd, 

This worſt of all miſery ſhe's doom'd to en- 
dure, | 

For the poor blue-eyed Mary is now an im 
pure. 


While thus the barb'd arrow ſinks deep in her 
ſoul, 

She flies for relief to that traitor the bowl; 

Grows ſtupid and bloated, and loft to all thame, 

Whilſt a dreadful diſeaſe is pervading her 
frame. 

Now with eyes dim and languid the once 
ing maid, 

In a garret on ſtraw, faint and helpleſs is laid: 

Oh ! mark her pale cheek, fee, ſhe ſcarce takes 
her oreath ; | 

And lo ber blue eyes are now ſeal'd up 10 
death! | 


SPORTSMAN's GLEE, 
A Y fm the field, fellow eien 
away | 
Behold the nerce, boar to our courage a prey! 
His ftrengih and his anger are arcadſul n 
more; 
Away from the ficld for our paſtimes are o'er 


dy now 


ntonly 


to en- 


an im- 


in her 
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thame, 
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Once 
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Home, home, home! 


\ 


How we chac'd him when rous'd from the woods, 
O'er hedges, thro' brakes, and thro' floods; 


O'er mountain and vale, 
O'er meadow and dale, 
While echo around high and low, 
Replied to our hey troly, troly, trollilo! 


Hark | hark! the glad horn tells the felon is 


lain, 


The ſhouts of the villagers riſe from the plain, 
The herd ſman exults in th& death of his foe, 
And bleſſes the hunters, as homeward they go. 


Home, home, home 
The foe be the theme of our ſong, 
While in triumph we bear him along; 
Till the villages ring, 
As we jovlally ting, 
And echo around high and low, 
Reply to our hey croly, troly, trollio ! 


THE POACHER. 


N poaching all mankind delight, 
Late and early prizing dearly 3 
Ev'ry feheme by day and night, 
To wire-draw one another: 
Friends to trap the wit will try, 
He tips the wink, and cocks his eye, 
And while he looks ſo wond'rous fly, 
Makes game e'en of his brother 
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am, by their ſnares, 
ſtupid graces, 

„ ynawar?s, 

zameſome lovers: 

e har! ichols, 

Ted ri2m rois, 


leers diſcovers— 
Head and tail 

Along fell fail, 

Dov n tt middle 

Tur: and fiddle, 

With a &ircn 

And capering hitch, 


To the true Scotch fiddle. 


TANTIVY, MY BOYS, TANTIVY, 


da dull ſleeping mortals of ev'ry degree, 
| Awake at the ſound of my ſong ; 
Ve ſluggards ariſe and to hunting with me, 
Tantivy I'll lead you along, 


incing reels and rolls, 
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O'er mountains and vallies, oer woo 26!ands and 
| dales, 
And forefts impervious to fight, 
I'll lead, if my argument with you prevails 
I'll lead you brave boys to delight. 
Tantivy, brave boys, &. 


Hygea i'm call'd by the ſages of vid, 
i he goddeis preiiding o'er heath 

Then venture, like heroes, with ne, and be 

bold, | 

Tantivy you'll add to your wealth: 

For riches, believe me's a bubble at beſt, 
If health ſhould forget to attend 

Then haſte, my brave boys, in purſuit of the 

guett, | 
And the will your wiſhes befriend. 
Tantivy, my boys, &Cc. 


In courts or in cities its not to be found, 

Where folly has fix'd her retreat, 

But haſten with me o'er the green mantled 
ground, 

Tantivy, tantivy, repeat: 

he ruddy complexion that crimſons the face, 

The elegant glow on the cheek, 

ar ſweeter than riches are found by the chace, 

And theſe are the pleaſures we ſeek. 

antiyy, my boys, &c. 


GLEE. 


In the Naval Pillar. 
W. come, ye guardians of our iſle, 


Our gratitude to prove, 
Be ye, who nobly prize our ſmile, 
Rewarded by our love, 
To crown your valour be our care, 
The brave alone deſerve the fair. 
Cho. With a fal, lal, la, &c. 
SL 


| While to the world, your well carn's fame, 
A grateful land imparts, 
We wear cach gallant fa:lor's name 
Engraven on our hearts, 
Thoſe hearts accept to crown your care, 
The brave alone deſerve the fair. 


Fach Britiſh laſs ſhall proudly own, 
A Britiſh ſailor's deeds, 
While royal Charlotte from her throne, 
The bright example leads. 
To pay their toils be ſtill our care, 
The brave alone deſerve the fair. 


RECITATIVE. BariTANNIA. 


| Britons, your country's gratitude behold, 
Thus be each deed of naval worth enrol] 4. 
While to your valour we this tribute raiſe, 
Heroes departed claim alike our praiſe, 
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„ 
They, well rewarded for their glorious toil 
Now look with king regard on Britain's Iſle, 
Receive each hero of the Eritiſh fleet, 


ge And welcome Howe? io his celeſtial feat, 
A | 
BEHOL#) Us READY FOR THE I GHT; 
HUS, br, behold us ready for the fight, 
A Curling our whiikers like cats in the 


night | 
fame, There ſtand the enemy, here are we, 
All fo cool, 'tu uin aneze „ou to ec. — 


Eut give the comme - ſabre in hand! 


On like a tem the cavalry 1uſnes ! 
Care, The ſoe give way, e here they lay 
O'ecthrowu, ie to many gooſberry 


1 1 1 
Luthes! 
Pell mcl!, heiter ſkelter, topſy tur vy, 


ho! 


22 Such are the joys of a Heſſian ſoldier! 
5 Victory! victory! . now we cry, 
Follow the enemy, fee how they fly! 
I There the republicans are put to the rout, 
There go the infide!s, horte and foot; 
hold, Kill is the word ;—fire and ſword, 
nroll'd, Fly through the field like lightning and 
raiſe, . thunder ; 
iſe, Till knocked on the head they all lie 


dead, 
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And then we conquerors all go to 
plunder! | | 
Ding dong, harum fcarum, topſy tur- 
— vy, ho 
Such are the joys of a Hefflan foldler 


COME ROUSE FROM YOUR TRANCES. 
ONE rouſe from your trances, 
The ſly morn ad vances, 

To caich fluggiſh mortals in bed; 

Leet the horn's jocund note 

In the wind iweetly float, 

While the fox from the brake lifts his head; 
Now creeping, | 
Now peeptng, [ 

d 


The fox from the brake lifts his bead. / 


Each man to his ſeed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow; 
For the chace all prepare, 
| See the hounds ſnuff the air, 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hollow 


Hark ſowler, hark Rover, 
See Reynard breaks cover, 
The hunters fly over the ground; 
Now they dart down the lane, 
Now they ikim o'er the plain, 
And the hills, woods, and vallies reſound. 


head ; 
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hollow 


While behind, hoops and all; 
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„ 
Then away with full ſpeed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow my worſhippers, follow; 
O 'er hedge, Ain; and gate, 
If you ſtop you're too late; 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hollow, 
Then away with full ſpeed, &c. 


JACOB GAVEEY's RAMBLE TO 
BATH. | 
Tune - Ay Croaker, __ 
P and down, round àbout, al the ſtreets J 
1 paitaded, | 
And zeen beaux . didn't know their beauties 
war. vaded, 
Their cuoates war zoo Cut away—breeches to 
expoſe, zur, 
And heads zoo bevrizz'd—curdles cover'd 
half their noſe, zur. 
Their cuoates war zoo, &c. 
Then the ladics zoo dreſs—they do bury all 
their chin, zur, 


Loo lac'd in the middle—to look taper and 
thin, zur, 


they do need 
nothing moor, zur, | 
Put weight enow to balance what they ca Try 
here avore, Zur, 
Behind hoops, &c. 


Ts” x 


5 
How I laugh'd, O my zides, to zee ſome la- 
dies . 


Al about vaſt afleep! and what's more, they 


were talking, 
But in a dieam, 1 ſuppoſe, vor al round about 
their heads, zur, 
The curtains war drawn, juſt as tho' they 
war in bed, zur, 
In a dream, &. 


In the Crezzunt, *tis as fine a place as ever ! 
did zee, zur, 
The beaux ſhorten paces with the belles to a 
ree, zur, 
Niddle, noddle, to and fro—and to view each 
that paſſes, 
For vear their eyes ſhould wear out, they do 
are dro looking glaſſes. 
Niddle, noddle, &c. 
Bur pretending ſhort zight, zarves a 8904 turf 
enow, too, 
They can auverlook thoſe that they don't wii 
to bow to, 
And at beauties can ſquinny with their glailes 
cock'd ſo cloſe, zur, 
Zometimes you would thiak, they war hook'd 
noſe by noſe, zur. 
At beauties, &c. 


In the pump room vull cram'd—'t tis a zight 
for to zee, zur, | zur, 


And ſtranger to tell, there all ranks do agree; 


An 


la- Vor leek corks in a box, ſtuck upright cheek 
8 by jowl, zur, 
hey Puſh but one, and bob goes the bodies of the 
whole, zur. 
bout Leek corks, &c. 
But what pleas'd I the mauſt, war to zee in 
they fine weather, [ leather 5 
Vine volk ride about in them things made of 
While two men wid long polls—all the world 
wer ! like a bier, Tur; 
g Trot along with the corpſe - ſtuck an end in 
s to 4 the air, zur, | 
| Two men, &Cc, 
each Now you'll hardly believe, but you may if it 
pleaſe ye,  eary, 
hey do That I got a ride in one -I thought *:war zoo 
Trot along they did go—l went bibbity bob, 
zur, [ Mimics the clalrmàau. 
od turf And now and then, bang gainſt the zide went 


"1 
n't wi 
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my nob, zur, 
Along they, &c. 


But all at once they did thera they / 


r glaties could not paſs, zur, 
And pop! I could not belpi it, went my noddle 
r hook d dro the glafs, zur, 
Then quite overzet—dro the caſement they 
haul'd me, 
$s a zight Dang it! 1 thall never vorget how they mau}'d 


FA ne 2 I 


do agree 


Quite overzet, &c. 
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Al abeut war ſuch racketing, ſuch rioting, 


and ringing, 5 
Zuch crying, and laughing, and a and 
zingipg g 
And at pighe=—h ere and there zivil leadies 
200 pretty! 
Do zay— How d'ye do, zur, wherever they. : 
do meet Ve, 
At night, &c. ; 1 
At lift having zeed al the zights and fine 
places, © o! 
<p baths, rooms, parades, and a zight 
9 ſtrange vaces, | W. 
1 ant 1d come here, tho' my tale made 
ve laugh, zurs, | ra. 
To tell ye chis zinka pleaſ es I the beſt by Ralf, 
Zurs! S WL 
[ Viewing the audience. 
I thought, &c, Pe: 
| 
Now don't ye, dread critics—zhew a ſpark ol oy 
i- nature, | ver 
My with is to pleaſe—you may read in each : 
| feature, - 5 
O the pleaſure of pleaſing, my wiſh ſhall b wh 
for ever, þ 
And you al to pleaſe— be my conſtant en- reſb 
deavour.: N 
Ig)zhe pleaſure of pleaſing, &c. * 
| Frer 
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TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 


ONG live the king that belt his 3 8 
love. 
Society's beſt eee and 
harmony, 
May we never inſult the misfortunes of 
others. 
The dog tax ; and may that on puppies, 
when levied, be more productive. 
- May the rue adminiſtered by Dr. Tempe- 
rance, ſtarve all the quacks in England. 
ihe firſt tribute due to friendſhip—=grati- 


the ſmiles of conjugal affection com- |: 
the frowns of fortune, 5 
147 the ſpirit of contradiction be laid aſleep, $3 
le conviviality and good-humour are enli— 
ied by ne juice of the vine 

The glory of Britain: —Firmneſs in the ſe- 
nate, valour in the field, and fortitude on the 
Waves. 

May treaſon loſe the firſt letter, and Reaſon 
reſume her throne. 

Neptune's favourites — Britiſh ſailors. 

May we never want a Nelſon, to ſthew the 
French we can beat them with one hand, 
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May Pat Brogue and John Bull be always 
hand and glove. 

May all hands pull away for the haven of 
contentment. 

May the wiles of the fox never reach the 
breaſt of purſuers. 
| The king of hearts, who conſcientiouſ] y diſ- 
charges his duty to gain the affections of his 
people. | 

May the coward never wear a red coat, nor 
the hypocrite a black one. | 

Frugality without meanneſs. 

The hand that gives and the heart that for- 
gives. 


ried live happy. | 
When wine enlivens the heart, may friend- 
ſhip ſurround the bottle. 

The liberty of the Preſs, the bulwark of 
Engliſh liberty. 

May all mankind enjoy the bleſſings! of li- 
berty. 

May our lives laſt as long as they are worth 
wearing. 

May the betrayer of female innocence, mect 
a reward due to his villainy. 

May we never ſacrifice at the ſhrine of de- 
cet. 

The friends we love, and the woman we dare 
truſt, 


May the ſingle be married, and the IR, 


no 


friends 

vark of 
s of li- 
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je of de- 


n we dare 
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May we never ſwear a man out of a juſt debt, 
nor a credulous girl out of her virtue. 


A generous heart, and a miſer's fortune. 
'The face that never paints, 


May our love of the glaſs never make us for- 


get decency. 


May we never want a bait when we fiſh for 


content. | | 

'The two moſt valuable jewels in the Britiſh 
crown, liberty and the people's love. 

Peace and good government to all nations. 

May the law be founded on liberty, and the 
people obedient to it, 

Ihe unity of hearts in the union of bad 
May we never feel want, nor want feeling, 
Health in our ſports, harmony in our cups, 

and honeſty in our lives. 


Friendſhip in a palace, and falſhood i in a dun- 
geon. 


When love attacks the heart, may honour 


be the propoſer of a truce. 

May the miſcreant of obſcenity ever be 
branded witly the odium of atrociry. 
lay pride be diſgraced, where ſhe aſſumes to 
lead the van. 

The old maid free from prattle, and the 
young one from leering, 

May the actors of vice fink in the firſt ſcene, 


May the ſciſſars of experience clip the wings 
of extrayagance, 
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May the honeſt heart never know diſtreſs, 

SBincerity before marriage, and fidelity af- 
terwards. | 

The avolition of the ſlave trade. = 

May the lamp of friendſhip be lighted with 

the oil of ſincerity. 

May the devil never pay viſits abroad, or re- 
ceive company at home. 

Ability to ſerve a friend, and honour to con- 

ceal it. 

Health of body, peace of mind, a clean {hirt 

and a guinea. | 

The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good hu- 

mour. 

May the fair daughters of Britain be reſplen- 

dent in beauty, virtue, and honour. 

May the men leave roving, and women de- 

Celt. 

May our pockets and deſires always agrec at 
the ſight of anempty bowl. 

May we learn to be frugal, before we are 

obliged to be ſo. 1 

Addition to our trade, ſubtraction to out 

taxes, and multiplication to our manufactorics. 

| Beauty's beſt companion modeſty. 
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. COVENTRY: 
"Prin by Luckman 8 Saſſield, Froed gate. 
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